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Introduction 


As  we  have  just  passed  another  year  in  our  voyage  through  Christendome,  we  have  certainly  had 
an  exciting  and  interesting  year  with  only  the  pews  preventing  the  occupancy  of  our  new 
sanctuary.  The  dedication  to  our  cause  of  "Lift  High  the  Cross"  has  been  prevalent  in  the  lives 
and  deeds  of  the  members  of  Denver  United  Methodist  Church. 

Before  our  1995  Centennial  Celebration,  Rev.  Jim  Reeves  appointed  a  Centennial  Committee  and 
asked  me  to  give  three  minute  talks  at  Sunday  Services  on  our  history.  This  is  the  printed  word 
of  those  talks.  And  guess  what?  Revision  No.  1  follows. 

Our  minister  has  the  distinction  of  being  Chairman  of  the  Western  North  Carolina  Conference 
Commission  on  Archives  and  History. 

On  one  of  Pastor  Pyatt's  trips  to  Duke  University  he  researched  the  archives  and  found  a  register 
of  Denver  church  members  dated  1884-1895.  A  copy  of  this  roll  is  on  file  in  the  church  office 
Names  listed  were  Johnson,  Proctor,  Gilleland,  Cornelius,  Bolick,  Stacey,  Wilkerson,  Lowe, 
Shelton,  Kelly,  Barkley,  Childers,  Howard,  Henkle,  Davis,  Fleming,  Mundy,  Mcintosh,  Rozzelle, 
Rutledge,  Whitener  and  Mock.  Pastors  were  Reverends  Jesse  H.  Page,  M  A.  Sherrill,  R.S.  Webb, 
J.C.  Hartsell  and  J.C.  Stover.  This  register  reflects  members  transferring  into  Denver  Church 
from  Bethel  and  Rehobeth  and  leaving  to  join  Hill's  Chapel,  "gone  to  Baptists,"  and  "last  sight  of." 
Some  things  never  change! 

The  Lincoln  Circuit,  Rock  Springs  Charge 

In  our  "Centennial  Moments",  our  founding  fathers  included  all  of  the  Methodist  churches  in  this 
area.  As  a  direct  outgrowth  of  Circuit  Rider  Rev.  Daniel  Asbury's  evangelistic  meetings  as  was 
Denver  Church. 

For  the  Committee, 
Mary  Alice  Sigmon 
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Daniel  Asbury 

Circuit  Rider 
1762-1825 


Daniel  Asbury,  who  organized  the  church,  was  born  in  Fairfax  County,  Virginia,  February  18, 
1762.  When  he  was  sixteen,  having  gone  to  Kentucky  was  captured  by  a  band  of  Shawnee 
Indians  and  was  taken  to  the  far  west.  He  was  adopted  and  kindly  treated  by  his  captors,  but 
endured  many  hardships  before  he  became  accustomed  to  savage  life.  Finally  he  was  taken  into 
Canada;  and  as  the  Revolutionary  War  was  raging,  he  was  taken  prisoner  by  the  British,  confined 
in  irons  and  imprisoned  in  Detroit.  There  he  endured  many  more  hardships  and  finally  managed  to 
escape. 

After  a  long  and  dangerous  journey  he  finally  reached  his  father's  home  in  Virginia.  He  had  spent 
five  hard  years  in  captivity.  On  his  return  his  mother  did  not  recognize  him.  While  in  captivity,  he 
learned  many  lessons  that  were  to  be  of  great  service  to  him  in  the  work  of  God  on  the  frontier, 
which  he  was  later  to  do.  About  this  time  all  religious  concern  had  banished  from  his  mind  and  he 
was  a  hardened  sinner.  By  the  time  the  Methodist  pioneers  had  penetrated  the  neighborhood  of 
his  father's  home  and  under  their  preaching  he  "Came  to  himself!'  The  great  deep  of  his  heart  was 
broken  up"  said  his  brethren  and  he  began  to  bewail  his  wretched  condition  and  to  cry  to  God  for 
mercy.  Then  came  the  great  release  made  possible  only  by  the  grace  of  God.  Rejoicing  in  the 
fullness  and  freshness  of  the  grace  of  God  he  then  united  the  Methodists,  whom  he  had  disliked 
and  soon  began  to  exhort  in  public.  In  the  Conference  Minutes  of  1790,  Lincoln  Circuit  appears 
on  the  list  of  appointments  with  Daniel  Asbury  and  Jesse  Richardson  in  charge.  This  circuit 
embraced  not  only  Lincoln  County,  Gaston  and  part  of  Cleveland;  but  also  Rutherford,  which 
then  included  part  of  Caldwell  and  Buncome  Counties  with  portions  of  Mecklenburg  and 
Cabarrus;  and  in  South  Carolina,  York  District  and  then  part  of  Spartanburg  and  Union  Districts 
that  lie  north  of  the  Pacolet  River.  What  an  assignment  for  a  man  on  a  horse! 


In  1 796,  Daniel  Asbury  became  a  Methodist  minister  known  in  pioneer  days  as  a  Circuit  Rider. 
Three  years  later  (1799)  he  was  sent  to  form  the  Lincoln  Circuit  covering  Lincoln  and  several 
adjoining  counties.  Evangelistic  meetings  were  held  under  brush  arbors  and  cloth  tents  sometimes 
lasting  all  day  and  into  the  night.  Campmeeting  was  a  direct  outgrowth  of  these  meetings  and 
consequently  the  church  of  this  area.  Methodism  at  that  time  was  growing  faster  than  the  other 
denominations  which  was  attributed  to: 

1.  )  Methodist  doctrine  of  free  grace  an  salvation 

2.  )  The  Methodist  form  of  government 
3  .)  Circuit  riding  preachers 
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Putting  Down  Our  R 


oots 


And,  in  1895  our  forefather  also  had  VISION. 


After  worshipping  on  boulders,  in  bush  arbors,  tents,  etc.,  the  Methodists  of  Denver  Community 
under  the  leadership  of  The  Rev.  J.T.  Stoves  decided  to  build  a  church.  Since  1868,  they  had  met 
at  the  Denver  Academy  which  was  at  the  same  location  as  the  present  Rock  Springs  School.  The 
wooden  building  housing  the  Denver  Academy  was  replaced  in  1 924  with  a  brick  structure  and  in 
1906  land  was  deeded  for  a  church  building.  At  this  time  Grover  Cleveland  was  president  of  the 
United  States,  Elias  Carr  of  Edgcomb  County  was  governor  of  North  Carolina  (1893-97)  and  The 
Rev.  J.T.  Stoves  was  pastor  of  the  Rock  Springs  Charge. 


The  Denver  Academy 


Land  for  the  first  church  building  was  deeded  to  J.  Will  Little,  J.C.  "Charlie"  Mcintosh,  William 
Harrison  Sigmon,  Pinkney  A.  Thompson  and  Frank  P.  Mundy. 

J.  Will  Little,  was  a  teacher  at  Denver  Academy,  married  to  Marie  Yates  and  following 
her  death  he  married  Mae  Mcintosh.  Their  home  was  on  Cedar  Lane  beside  the  present 
Robert  Rudisill  home. 


J.C.  "Charlie" Mcintosh,  (d.  1931),  wife  Addie  Howard  Mcintosh  (d.  1963)  owned  a 
flour  mill  and  a  cotton  gin  Their  homeplace  is  the  present  Lineberger  Wrecker  Service 
across  the  street  from  the  church.  Ruby  and  Walter  Abernathy  roomed  with  Mrs. 
Mcintosh  when  they  married. 

William  Harrison  Sigmon,  married  Nannie  Derr  (d.  1944).  Mr.  Sigmon  was  very  active  in 
the  community  and  church.  The  Sigmon  homeplace  on  Will  Proctor  Street  is  presently 
owned  by  Brian  and  Kathy  Harrison.  Quite  a  few  of  you  remember  the  Sigmon  children  - 
Bryce,  Prue,  Fred,  Macie,  Herman,  Ralph,  Leron,  Annie  Derr  and  Mary  Edith  Austin  of 
Charlotte. 
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Pinkney  Alford  Thompson,  (d.  1936)  married  Ida  Lentz  (d.  1945)  affectionately  known  as 
"Mam".  Mr  Thompson  was  in  the  mercantile  business.  Mr.  Thompson  left  the  Denver 
Church  and  organized  what  is  now  known  as  Thompson  Evangelical  Church  on  Forney 
Creek  Road.  His  homeplace  is  the  house  behind  the  Bank  of  America  on  Campground 
Road.  Jack  Thompson  is  a  relative. 


Franklin  P.  Mundy,  married  Mattie  Robinson  Hildebrand.  Children  included  a 
stepdaughter,  Edna  Hildebrand  (d.  1999),  Donald  Mundy,  Hallie  Keever,  and  Helen 
Little.  The  Mundy  homesite  on  Campground  Road  was  recently  torn  down. 

In  January  1906,  Levi  Elisha  Killian  and  his  wife  Ave  Goodson  Killian  deeded  acreage  to  the 
trustees  of  the  Methodist  Episcopla  Church,  South.  Levi  was  the  uncle  of  E.F.  Killian.  April 
1906,  Gilbert  A.  Barkley  and  wife  Mamie  Derr  Barkley  gave  acreage.  Gilbert  and  Mamie  were 
the  grandparents  of  Ruth  Mundy  Cochrane  of  Greensboro,  who  grew  up  in  this  church  and  visits 
when  she  is  in  the  he  Lake  Norman  area.  Levi  Killian  and  Gilbert  Barkley  gave  a  total  of  1 8  acres 
"more  or  less."  In  September  of  1961,  63/100  of  an  acre  on  forney  Hill  Road  was  received  from 
Edna  Asbury  Beal  conveyed  through  her  daughter  and  son-in-law  Annie  Beal  McCall  and 
Kenneth  McCall,  on  which  to  build  a  new  parsonage  for  the  Rock  Springs  Charge.  After 
assessing  the  deed  one  understands  the  meaning  of  "more  or  less".  It  read  "From  a  stone  six  links 
to  a  stone;  4  links  to  a  stone  near  a  garden,  containing  55  square  poles".  Thus,  "In  trust  that  said 
premises  shall  be  used  kept,  maintained  and  disposed  of  as  a  place  of  divine  worship  for  the  use  of 
the  ministry  and  membership  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  South,  subject  to  the  discipline, 
usage  and  maintenance,  appointments  of  the  said  church  as  from  time  to  time  authorized  and 
declared  by  the  general  conference  of  said  church,  and  by  the  Annual  Conference  within  whose 
bounds  the  said  premises  are  situated. " 

In  March  of  1964,  4  and  7/8  acres  for  use  as  a  cemetery  was  received  by  Robert  W.  "Bob"  Smith. 
Bob  was  our  bell  ringer  during  his  lifetime. 

In  1965,  1  7/16  acres  on  which  the  Fellowship  Building  was  erected  was  bought  from  George  F. 
Smith  and  his  wife,  Nettie  King  Smith. 

In  1996  Ann  McCall  donated  approximately  one  acre  which  joined  the  previously  donated 
parsonage  property. 
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1950 


In  the  year  1950  plans  were  made  to  replace  the  white  clapboard  church  built  in  1906.  Rev.  W.A. 
"Bill"  Rock  was  pastor  from  1948  until  1951  which  included  the  planning  period.  He  was 
followed  by  Rev.  J.  Max  Brandon,  Jr.  in  1952.  During  the  construction  period  we  had  services  in 
a  warehouse  owned  by  Eph  and  Lily  Killian,  who  operated  a  general  store  beside  the  warehouse. 
Eph  and  Lily  were  E.F.  Killian's  parents.  This  J.E.  Ramsey  one-room  classroom  Sunday 
Schoolwas  located  in  the  warehouse  behind  the  present  Nations  Bank  and  was  bordered  on  one 
side  by  the  famous  community  horseshoe  holes.  Men  today  have  acquired  the  golf  bug  but  in  the 
1940's  and  50's  it  was  horseshoes  and  checkers  in  Denver. 

The  first  phase  of  this  second  church  building  was  only  a  sanctuary  with  a  basement  which 
contained  two  or  three  classrooms,  bathrooms,  and  a  kitchen.  At  this  stage  of  construction 
furnishings  were  going  to  be  needed  soon  and  the  people  responded. 

We  have  previously  acknowledged  memorial  windows  to: 

D.  E.  Bolick  and  Cora  Bolick,  husband  and  wife 

J.  Oscar  and  Jettie  Lowe,  husband  and  wife 

Frank  and  Luzetta  Smith,  husband  and  wife 
We  continue  today  beginning  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Little.  James  married  Elma  McCall  and 
they  lived  in  the  Keistler's  Crossroads  community  off  of  Slanting  Bridge  Road.  Three  children 
were  born  to  this  couple;  Horrie,  (Callie  Little's  husband)  Mack,  (Ruth  Little's  husband),  and  a 
daughter,  Rosa  Beatty  of  Will  Proctor  Street.  After  the  death  of  "Gran's"  husband  Jim  as  we 
affectionately  spoke  of  her,  she  moved  to  Denver  and  buildt  a  duplex  on  Forney  Creek  Road. 
"Gran"  was  grandmother  to  several  of  our  congregation  -  Shirley  Mull,  Frances  Ann  Howard, 
Nancy  Ruth  Barnette  and  Barry  Beatty  This  couple  is  buried  in  Bethel  Church  Cemetery. 

R.O.  and  Maggie  Mundy.  Bob  married  Maggie  Allen  and  their  home  is  the  white  two-story  house 
on  Highway  16  at  the  intersection  of  Mundy  road.  To  this  couple  were  born  one  son  Ray,  and 
eight  daughters:  Georgia  Belle,  Luna  Mae,  Jean,  Edwina,  Corrine,  Nell,  Willie  Ruth  and 
Margaret.  Mr.  Bob  had  the  reputation  of  a  "horseshoe  pitcher  extra-ordinaire."  Both  Bob  and 
Maggie  are  buried  in  Denver  Community  Cemetery. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.A.  King;  Allen  King  married  Cora  Howard  and  their  home  was  where  the  former 
Lincoln  Frame  and  Art  was  located.  To  this  couple  were  born  four  sons;  Emory,  Frank,  Joe  and 
Rodney.  Two  daughters;  Nettie  and  Annie  who  taught  most  of  the  Denver  "oldtimers"  in  second 
grade.  Allen  and  Cora  were  grandparents  to  our  Sunday  School  Superintendent,  Joe  King.  This 
couple  is  buried  in  Denver  community  Cemetery. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.A.  King;  Allen  King  married  Cora  Howard  and  their  home  was  where  the  former 
Lincoln  Frame  and  Art  was  located.  To  this  couple  were  born  four  sons;  Emory,  Frank,  Joe  and 
Rodney.  Two  daughters;  Nettie  and  Annie  who  taught  most  of  the  Denver  "oldtimers"  in  second 
grade.  Allen  and  Cora  were  grandparents  to  our  Sunday  School  Superintendent,  Joe  King.  This 
couple  is  buried  in  the  Denver  Community  Cemetery. 
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The  two  windows  and  transit  at  the  back  of  the  sanctuary  were  donated  by  the  MYF  of  195 1 
Group  members  included  Shirley  Mull,  Joe  King,  Gerald  Howard. 

The  pews  in  the  old  church  were  given  in  memory  of: 

Tom  and  Bertie  Shelton  by  Seth  Killian  Family 

Levi  and  Ave  Killian  by  Sinclair  Killian  Family 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  Pinkney  Armstrong  by  C.B.  Armstrong 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  George  Smith  by  J.C.  and  Violet  Davis 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  Ivey  Hager  by  Children 

J.F.  and  Loretta  Joy  by  Children 
The  pews  in  the  church  that  were  donated  by: 

E.F.  and  Lily  Killian  and  E.F.  and  Nancy  Killian 

The  H.N.  Little  Family 

Ted  and  Ruth  Broach  and  Children 

Emory  and  Lucy  King 

Robert  W.  Smith 

Clyde  and  Lois  Smith 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Keever 
The  Choir  Pews  were  donated  by  the  Young  Peoples  Class 
Pulpit  Furniture  was  donated  in  memory  of  J.C.  and  Ada  Mcintosh  by  Children 
The  Altar  Rail  by  J.  A.  and  Mamie  Barkley  and  Jerry  and  Mabel  Mundy 
The  Cross  on  the  Communion  Table  was  donated  in  memory  of  Arthur  Franklin  Little  by  H.C. 
and  Mary  Little 

Collection  Plates  by  Marjorie  Best 

Candlesticks  by  Richard  and  Ruby  Long  Little  and  Children 
The  Bulletin  Board  by  Fred  and  Cindi  Martin 
Light  Fixtures  by  Ed  and  Mary  Edith  Austin 

Baptismal  Font  in  memory  of  Rent  Cherry  by  Steve  and  Gailya  Cherry 
Eternal  Flame  in  memory  of  Kenneth  McCall  by  Ann  McCall 

The  Memorial  Stand  in  the  narthex  in  memory  of  Paul  Sigmon  by  the  Jeremiah  Sunday  School 
class. 

The  piano  in  memory  of  J.P.  and  Margaret  Mundy  by  Carolyn  and  Neil  Setzer 
The  Centennial  flag  was  made  by  Wanda  Reynolds 

The  Wall  Banners  were  made  by  Ruby  Abernathy,  Faulabelle  Howard,  Jane  Spencer,  Rita  Krebs 
and  Dot  Sherrill 

The  NC  State  and  US  Flags  were  donated  by  H.C.  and  Mary  Little 


Opening  Service  1952  -  Dedication  1957 

Please  remember  that  during  the  time  after  the  wooden  church  was  torn  down  and  the  new  church 
was  built,  we  were  worshipping  in  a  warehouse  that  was  located  between  the  present  Nation's 
Bank  and  the  "horseshoe  holes." 
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On  February  10,  1952,  the  first  worship  service  was  held  in  the  sanctuary.  At  this  time  the  pastor 
was  The  Rev.  J.  Max  Brandon.  The  sermon  was  delivered  by  C.W.  Kirby,  District 
Superintendent.  The  flowers  on  the  altar  were  given  in  memory  of  Jonas  T.  Beatty  by  his 
daughter  Blanche  Rhodes,  and  there  were  two  side  arrangements  given  by  Wise  Florist  of 
Lincolnton.  Elsie  Armstrong  sang  "My  Task"  as  part  of  the  special  service.  The  worship  service 
was  followed  by  an  old  fashioned  picnic. 

In  the  afternoon,  J.  Milton  PaNetti,  of  Charlotte  gave  a  recital  on  the  new  organ.  The  basement 
of  the  church  was  open  except  for  the  Kitchen  which  is  now  a  library  and  office  storage  room. 
Many  of  us  remember  having  meals  out  of  that  kitchen. 

Dwight  Callaway,  Sr.  was  Sunday  School  Superintendent  at  this  time  and  he  also  was  our  "go- 
fer." Meaning  he  did  whatever,  always  finding  somewhere  what  was  necessary  and  needed. 

We  are  certainly  sure  that  Joe  King  remembers  the  funeral  of  his  Aunt  Lucy  King.  During  the 
funeral  we  had  a  cloudburst  which  flooded  the  basement.  Water  was  running  through  the 
basement  like  a  river  and  it  took  quite  a  bit  of  sweeping  to  get  that  water  out. 

Five  years  later,  on  May  12,  1957,  a  dedication  service  was  held  with  Bishop  Nolan  B.  Harmon 
preaching,  J.G.  Huggins,  Jr.  was  District  Superintendent  and  J.B.  Fitzgerald  was  our  minister. 
The  church  directory  was  printed  on  the  back  of  the  bulletin  and  knowing  that  "A  happy  memory 
is  a  joy  forever",  the  names  of  the  church  offices  at  the  time  are  as  follows: 

Sunday  School  Superintendent  -  Dwight  Callaway,  Sr. 

Trustees:  F.E.  Martin,  Joe  King  and  Jerry  Mundy 

Stewards:  F.E.  Martin,  Dwight  Callaway,  R.W.  Smith,  Richard  Little, 
Annie  King  Brown,  Walter  Abernathy,  Russell  Hager, 
Jerry  Mundy,  J. P.  Mundy  and  Richard  Sigmon 

Charge  Lay  Leader:  H.C.  Little 

District  Steward:  F.W.  Martin 

Recording  Steward.  Annie  King  Brown 

Golden  Cross  Director:  Estus  King 

Church  Lay  Leader:  Walter  Abernathy 

Chairman  of  Membership  and  Evangelism:  Elma  Little 

Chairman  of  Board  of  Education:  Loretta  Little 

Chairman  of  Board  of  Finance:  Jerry  Mundy 

Chairman  of  Board  of  Missions:  Jerry  Mundy 

President  of  W.S.C.S..  Ruby  Abernathy 

Financial  Secretary  and  Treasurer:  R.W.  "Bob"  Smith 

Church  Treasurer:  J.P.  Mundy 

Committee  on  Temperance.  Blanche  Rhodes 

We  can  only  imagine  that  this  committee  was  necessary  because  of  the 
reveling,  jugs  of  spirits,  and  horse  trading  that  was  evident  at  the  first 
gatherings  by  Daniel  Asbury  on  the  boulders  of  the  river  banks. 

Organist:  May  Joy  Little 

Pianist.  Mary  Alice  Sigmon 
In  1963,  six  years  after  the  dedication  of  the  sanctuary,  classrooms  were  added  behind  the 
auditorium. 
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In  September  of  1961,  Edna  Beal  conveyed  through  her  son-in-law,  Kenneth  McCall  and  his  wife 
Ann,  63/100  of  an  acre  on  Forney  Hill  Road  for  the  erection  of  a  parsonage  for  the  Rock  Springs 
Charge  which  consisted  of  the  four  churches,  Denver,  Bethel,  Lebanon,  and  Webb's  Chapel  We 
like  to  say  we  paid  for  that  parsonage  three  times—first,  when  it  was  built  by  the  Rock  Spring's 
Charge,  then  we  had  to  pay  Bethel  and  Webb's  Chapel  for  their  part  when  we  became  the  Denver- 
Lebanon  Charge,  and  the  third  time  when  we  paid  Lebanon  for  their  part  when  we  became 


In  April  1962,  a  dedication  service  was  held  for  the  parsonage.  Paul  V.  Ridenhour  was  our 
minister  and  Dr.  Embree  Blackard,  District  Superintendent,  participated.  Deanne  Little  recited  "It 
Takes  a  Heap  O'  Livin  in  a  House"  and  Joe  King  sang  "Bless  This  House. " 

In  April  1964,  4  7/8  acres  was  deeded  by  Robert  W.  Smith  at  his  death  to  Denver  UMC  for 
additional  cemetery  space.  The  Community  Cemetery  across  the  road  was  used  by  Denver 
Church  until  the  time  of  this  gift.  The  cross  and  entrance  markers  are  memorials  to  Joe  and  Estus 
King  by  their  families.  In  November  of  1965,  1  7/16  acres  on  the  east  side  of  the  cemetery  was 
purchased  from  George  and  Nettie  Smith  on  which  the  Fellowship  Building  was  erected  in  1978 
at  a  cost  of  $1 10,000.  Donations  of  furnishing  for  the  Fellowship  Building  were: 

Stage  Curtin:  In  memory  of  Ginger  Cloninger  by  the  Morning  Circle 

Stove:  Given  by  the  Callaway  Family 

Freezer:  The  first  one  was  given  by  Vatha  and  Russell  Hager  and  the  present  one 

by  John  and  Corrine  Seehorn 
Ice  Machine:  John  and  Corrine  Seehorn 

Schedule  Calendar:  In  memory  of  Betty  Beal  sherrill  by  Jeremiah  S.S.  Class 
Painting  of  the  Fellowship  Building:  Dot  Sherrill 

Surrounding  Shrubbery:  In  memroy  of  H.C.  and  Mary  Little  by  their  family. 

Sign  on  Lawn:  By  the  United  Methodist  Women 

Refrigerator:  By  the  Elma  Little  Circle 

Ice  Cream  Machine:  By  Callaway  Homes  and  the  Lunch  Bunch 

Dishwasher:  By  the  Lunch  Bunch 

Playground  Equipment.  United  Methodist  Men 

Punch  Bowl  and  Accessories:  In  memory  of  Bertie  Lineberger  Little 


Members  of  Denver  United  Methodist  Church  have  provided  us  with  some  of  the  most  beautiful 
music  you  could  possibly  hear.  We  gratefully  acknowledge  Neil  and  Joanna  Underwood  for  their 
dedication  and  hard  work.  Thanks  to  Hettie  Tanner,  Mary  Alice  Sigmon,  the  Cherub,  Junior  and 
Adult  Choirs.  Our  current  Choir  Director,  Anita  Sain  has  done  a  spectacular  job  in  organizing  the 
choir  groups  and  is  now  also  directing  adult  and  children's  handbells.  Anita  has  many  special 
services  planned  for  the  new  sanctuary. 


station. 
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Unfortunately,  none  of  the  early  records  mention  choirs  or  singing.  In  1934,  the  Epworth  League 
with  the  help  of  Rock  Springs  School  Principal  J.E.  Ramsey,  who  was  also  our  Sunday  School 
Superintendent,  presented  a  play  at  the  school  and  used  the  proceeds  to  buy  hymn  books.  The 
church  being  organized  in  1895  and  not  having  hymn  books  until  1932  sounds  like  a  good  reason 
not  to  mention  the  singing.  Lucille  Goodson  said  special  singing  was  only  done  for  funerals,  and 
if  you  wanted  to  sing,  you  just  went  to  the  choir  and  sang. 

Early  memories  are  of  a  piano  against  the  wall  and  Carlyle  Nixon  playing.  Floy  Shelton  was  also 
called  on  frequently  to  play.  We  cannot  list  the  pianists  or  organists  in  chronological  order,  but 
will  try  to  supply  you  with  the  known  names.  Mabel  Barkley  Mundy  and  husband  Jerry  Mundy, 
Ruth  Smith  Broach,  Ruth's  husband  was  also  a  Sunday  School  superintendent.  Martha  King 
Eaves,  Mary  Joy  Little,  deceased  mother  of  Joy  Marie  Floyd  who  celebrated  Homecoming  with 
us  in  1995.  Shirley  Mull,  who  also  taught  Sunday  School ,  Fran  Poel,  who  is  now  an  organist  at 
Providence  UMC  in  Charlotte;  Tina  Faust,  piano  teacher,  Edna  Garlow,  Rosa  Cosby,  Dean  Black 
of  Unity  Presbyterian  Church  and  Mary  Alice  Sigmon.  When  we  sang  Whispering  Hope  we  could 
talk  Pat  Haney  into  playing  We  would  like  to  thank  Janet  Pyatt  and  Hettie  Tanner,  who  currently 
are  sharing  much  of  their  time  and  talent  with  us  as  we  continue  to  the  search  for  an  organist. 

The  first  organ  was  a  memorial  to  Jim  and  Ella  Mundy,  by  their  children.  The  Mundy  children 
were  Agnes  Rhyne,  Jessie  Mauney,  Ingrid  Litaker,  Lula  Lee  Torrence,  Russell  Mundy,  Jerry 
Mundy  and  Jamie  Stevens,  all  of  whom  are  deceased.  With  permission  from  relatives,  this  first 
organ  was  given  to  Brevard  Chapel  Church  on  Campground  Road.  The  present  piano  is  a 
memorial  to  J.P.  and  Margaret  Mundy  by  their  daughter,  Carolyn  Setzer.  The  bell  tower  chimes 
were  a  memorial  to  Dwight  Callaway,  Sr.,  by  Lib  Callaway  and  family.  The  handbells  were  a  gift 
from  Tina  and  Tracy  Faust. 

At  one  time  we  had  a  gospel  quartet  that  consisted  of  Elsie  Armstrong,  Evelyn  Ballard,  Dot 
Sherrill,  Bill  Ballard  and  Richard  Sigmon.  Currently  the  Denver  Singers,  who  sing  at  the  9:00  a.m. 
service,  are  composed  of:  Richard  Armstrong,  Bill  Ballard,  Rosa  Cosby,  Sarah  Eubanks,  Evelyn 
Fletcher,  Dot  Sherrill  and  Pastor  Jim  Pyatt 

While  whistling  may  not  be  popular  or  appropriate  for  church,  it  does  reflect  a  happy  and  relaxed 
disposition.  For  many  years  E.F.  Killian's  father  owned  a  service  station  where  Stacy's  restaurant 
now  stands.  Most  of  the  young  men  of  the  community  worked  in  the  station  at  one  time  or 
another.  Tull  Bolick  operated  this  station  for  a  while  and  you  could  hear  him  whistling  for  a  good 
half  mile.  You  don't  hear  many  people  whistling  these  days.  Is  it  that  we  are  too  stressed? 

Over  the  years  our  ministers  wives  have  contributed  greatly  to  our  music  program,  bringing  to 
mind:  Flossie  Brandon,  wife  of  Rev.  J.  Max  Brandon,  Jr.,  Ruth  Ridenhour,  wife  of  Rev.  Paul 
Ridenhour,  Lenora  Rock,  wife  of  Rev.  Bill  Rock;  Pearl  Oliver,  wife  of  Rev.  Nat  Oliver,  Debbie 
Knoespel,  wife  of  Rev.  Jack  Knoespel,  Sara  Eubanks,  wife  of  Rev.  Roy  Eubanks,  Brenda  Black, 
wife  of  Rev.  Eddie  Black,  and  we  were  all  glad  for  Brenda,  as  Rev.  Eddie  couldn't  carry  a  tune  in 
a  bucket. 
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One  of  our  pastor's,  Rev.  J.B.  Fitzgerald,  complied  a  song  book  and  wrote  many  of  the  songs. 
Musical  presentations  by  guests  to  our  church  have  included  a  Mrs.  Stidley  who  came  through 
this  area  one  summer  probably  in  the  1930's  as  a  circuit  riding  Bible  School  and  music  teacher, 
Thomas  Moore  who  is  known  nationally  for  his  work  with  children,  Ouida  Shotts,  concert 
soprano,  the  Cockman  Family,  and  the  radio  and  TV  personality  Doug  Mayes  and  his  loyal  guitar. 


The  Youth  organization  of  the  early  Methodist  Church  was  the  "Epworth  League",  usually 
referred  to  as  The  League.  Epworth  got  it's  name  from  the  parsonage  where  John  Wesley  was 
born.  Over  the  years  this  was  changed  to  MYF  and  since  1968  when  we  became  United 
Methodists  it  has  been  known  as  the  UMYF. 

The  first  Denver  League  was  organized  in  1930.  Rev.  Honeycutt  was  the  pastor  and  his  son  Jack 
was  president  and  responsible  for  the  program  each  Sunday  evening.  Jack  and  his  brother 
Jerome,  both  became  ministers  and  served  churches  in  the  Charlotte  district.  Lucille  Goodson, 
currently  residing  at  Lakewood  Care  Center,  was  president  the  second  year.  She  said  they  would 
gather  at  the  church  for  a  program  and  then  go  to  someone's  house  for  singing  and  socializing. 
She  admitted  that  she  thought  the  boys  came  just  to  see  the  girls  and  the  girls  just  to  see  the  boys. 
Confession  is  good  for  the  soul,  even  if  it  is  65  years  late.  Member  of  the  1930  League  and  their 
family  connections  to  Denver  church  today  are:  John  Smith  Gabriel,  brother  of  Katie  Garbriel 
Mundy,  who  passed  away  in  August  of  this  year,  Sue  Eaton  Killian  Dellinger,  sister  of  E.F. 
Killian;  Navada  Huskins  Mundy,  who  lived  across  the  street  from  the  church;  Wes  Mundy, 
deceased,  who  married  Navada;  Celeste  Proctor,  deceased,  step-daughter  of  Grace  Proctor; 
sisters  Mary  Edith  Sigmon  Austin  and  Annie  Derr  Sigmon,  deceased  cousins  of  Richard  Sigmon, 
Loy  Howard,  uncle  of  Bobby  and  Gerald  Howard,  Gene  Bolick,  son  of  Ed  and  Cora  Bolick,  who 
lived  approximately  where  the  fellowship  building  is  now. 


Incidentally,  it  seems  Mr.  Bolick  had  a  pond  on  his  property  which  would  probably 
have  been  at  the  end  of  our  rear  parking  lot,  well  this  young  boy  between  10-12  years 
of  age,  was  sent  to  Sunday  School.  But,  instead  of  going  to  church  he  and  a  couple  of 
his  buddies  headed  for  the  pond  to  catch  crawdads.  This  went  on  for  several  Sundays 
before  his  mother  found  out  about  it.  Perhaps  we  now  know  why  the  pond  is  no 
longer  there. 


More  1930  UMYF  members  include  sisters  Katherine  Gellem  Smith  and  Virginia  Snellen  Bolick, 
daughters  of  the  doctor  in  Denver.  Ora  Mae  Goodson,  Lucille  Goodson's  aunt  who  played  the 
piano  for  the  singings,  brothers  Hugh  and  Jim  Smith,  cousins  of  Joe  King.  Julia  Little  Fisher,  aunt 
of  John  Seehorn.  There  were  three  marriages  in  this  League:  Wes  and  Navada  Mundy,  Gene  and 
Virginia  Bolick  and  Coley  Little. 


UMYF  Counselors  over  the  years  included  Ken  McCall  and  H.C.  Little,  both  deceased,  summer 
students  David  Melton  and  Chris  Fitzgerald,  Chris  being  the  son  of  Eck  Fitzgerald;  John  Snoddy, 
Butch  Abernathy  of  Lebanon,  Walter  and  Ruby  Abernathy,  Lana  Parrish,  Shawn  Cooper  and 
Chad  Mcintosh. 
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As  the  church  grew  the  minister  needed  help  with  the  youth  program.  Tim  Rogers,  who  had 
helped  Pastor  Roy  Eubanks  with  the  worship  services,  became  a  part-time  employee  with  special 
interest  in  youth.  These  years  are  indelible  in  the  hearts  and  minds  of  the  youth.  This  group 
enjoyed  many  beach  trips,  lock-ins,  rafting  trips,  mountain  retreats,  pizza  parties  and  trips  to 
Carowinds  Amusement  Park.  One  thing  that  had  not  changed  is  the  UMYF  benediction,  spoken 
with  crossed  arms  and  clasped  hands.  A  copy  of  this  benediction  was  cross-stitched  by  Shirley 
Mull  and  hangs  in  the  fellowship  building. 

Perhaps  we  have  missed  other  youth  directors,  as  youth  fellowship  was  combined  with  other 
churches  and  members  of  other  churches  served  as  counselors. 

Our  present  youth  director  is  Beverly  Parker-Reece,  Director  of  Christian  Education.  Beverly  is 
doing  a  great  job  in  organizing  and  planning  new  and  interesting  youth  projects.  Past  director, 
Robin  Riddle  along  with  Billy  Ayers,  Youth  Coordinator,  did  a  fantastic  job  serving  the  youth  as 
teachers,  advisors,  nurse,  mediator,  coach  entertainers,  cooks,  chauffeurs  and  most  of  all  friends. 

Community  and  church  service  along  with  numerous  projects  have  been  and  still  are  an  interesting 
part  of  the  UMYF.  They  have  had  fund-raisers,  such  as  car  washes,  basketball  tournaments,  and 
who  can  forget  the  recent  "flockings"  using  those  bright  pink  flamingos.  With  the  help  of  Libba 
Thompson's  art  work  the  youth  were  responsible  for  the  Centennial  t-shirts  and  sweatshirts. 

Hopefully  you  have  noticed  the  stained  glass  window  over  the  door  in  the  old  sanctuary  entrance, 
and  noted  that  it  was  donated  by  the  1951  UMYF.  Shirley  Mull,  Ann  Cloninger,  Joe  King,  and 
Gerald  Howard  were  among  the  members  of  that  MYF. 

Rock  Springs  Charge  Divided 

In  January  of  1982,  under  the  leadership  of  Rev.  Roy  Eubanks,  a  resolution  was  passed  at  Charge 
Conference  to  divide  the  charge. 

Bethel  and  Webb's  Chapel  comprising  the  Rock  Springs  Charge  and  Denver  and  Lebanon  a 
separate  charge.  On  May  20,  1984  we  participated  in  the  Charlotte  District  celebration  of  200 
years.  During  this  year  The  Rev.  Eubanks  retired  because  of  his  health  and  The  Rev.  Jack 
Knoespel  came  to  Denver  as  his  first  appointment,  although  he  had  served  as  an  associate  at 
Belmont  Park  in  Charlotte. 

Jack  was  our  minister  for  five  years  until  January  1987,  when  the  Western  NC  Conference 
deviated  from  normal  procedure  and  shifted  approximately  30  pastoral  appointments  due  to  death 
and  other  uncontrollable  circumstances.  Jack  was  transferred  to  Etowah  UMC  in  Hendersonville 
and  The  Rev.  Eddie  Black  was  transferred  from  Grace  Church  in  Kings  Mountain,  NC  to  Denver. 
In  1987,  under  the  expertise  of  Shirley  Mull,  offices  were  established  in  the  church  for  the  pastor 
and  secretary  at  the  rear  entrance  of  the  church.  Until  this  time  the  secretarial  duties  were 
performed  by  various  personnel.  Pastor  Black  hired  the  first  secretary,  Mildred  Harkey.  When 
Mildred  resigned,  Mary  Alice  Sigmon  served  four  years  after  which  Allene  Thredkeld  was  hired. 
Brenda  Douthit  followed  Allene  who  was  succeeded  by  Pat  Tryson,  our  present  secretary. 
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First  Homecoming  -  September  20,  1987 


Sunday,  September  20,  1987,  finally  arrived  for  Denver  United  Methodist  Church  after  weeks  of 
planning  and  anticipation.  Rain  on  Saturday  afternoon  had  us  concerned,  but  most  of  the  day  was 
overcast,  which  was  perfect.  About  8:00  A.M.  on  Sunday  morning,  Dwight  Callaway,  Jr.,  John 
Sigmon  and  Jim  Sherrill  started  bringing  in  their  antiques  which  were  displayed  in  the  downstairs 
of  the  church.  Pictures  of  former  members  were  displayed  along  with  a  quilt  belonging  to  Lucille 
Goodson,  which  was  over  200  years  old.  Shirley  Mull  brought  an  antique  prayer  bench.  The 
display  included  many  household  items  and  tools. 


Guests  present  were: 

Jason  A  bernethy 

Elsie  King  Armstrong 

Mary  Edith  Sigmon  Austin,  Charlotte 

Alan  and  Debbie  Bandy,  Newton 

Dean  Black 

Virginia  Brotherton 

Eugene  Caldwell,  Sherrills  Ford 

Ben  and  Mabel  Cochrance,  Greensboro 

Bren  and  Corrine  Farley,  Greensboro 

Harold  and  Edwina  Mundy  Gabriel,  Terrell 

Margaret  Graham 

Charles  and  Hilda  Hager 

Mrs.  R.M.  Holmes,  Clyton  York,  England 

Georgia  Hurt,  Charlotte 

Granville  &  Corrine  Wade,  Kannapolis 


Dick  and  Sarah  Kennedy 

Barbara  and  Darla  King 

Cinda  B.  Martin 

Nell  Mundy,  Kannapolis 

Harry  and  Jackie  Price,  Mt.  Holly 

Hope  Proctor,  Sherrills  Ford 

Rev.  Bill,  Lenora  and  Billy  Rock 

Jim,  Deanne  and  Andy  Sain 

Neil  and  Carolyn  Setzer  and  daughters 

Jim  and  Hilda  Shelton,  Greensboro 

Grace  Sherrill 

Sue  Sherrill,  Denver 

Marie  Steed  and  daughter,  Charlotte 

Ruth  Mundy  Thompson,  Charlotte 


Jim  Sherrill  brought  along  with  his  other  items  a  six  horse  power  gasoline  engine.  John  Sigmon 
brought  his  corn  grinder.  Many  of  the  members  were  dressed  in  period  attire  and  about  9:00  a.m. 
the  ladies  began  to  arrive  in  their  long  skirts,  bonnets  and  hats  while  the  men  wore  overalls  and 
caps.  At  10:30  a.m.  Dwight  and  Kay  Callaway,  Michael,  Todd,  and  Derek  Lowing  and  Jason 
Abernethy  arrived  in  period  attire  in  a  Ford  Roadster  with  a  "rumble  seat."  The  Ford  Roadster 
was  compliments  of  Johnny  Templeton.  The  "big  moment"  came  when  current  Pastor,  Eddie 
Black  appropriately  dressed  as  a  circuit  rider  minister  rounded  the  curve  at  the  cemetery  on  a 
spotted  horse  owned  by  Brian  Hicks  and  accompanied  by  Dough  Hicks  on  his  horse.  Eddie  made 
the  ride  successfully,  dismounted  and  looked  "sorta  relieved." 

The  sanctuary  was  full  to  overflowing.  Hettie  Tanner  played  the  organ  and  Tina  Faust  the  piano. 
The  service  began  with  the  Handbell  Choir,  followed  by  The  Rev.  W.A.  Rock's  inspiring  sermon. 
Pastor  Eddie  Black  received  James  Eugene  and  Elizabeth  Lineberger  Thompson  into 
membership.  Edna  Hildebran  was  the  oldest  woman  present  and  Russell  Hager  the  oldest  man. 
Pastor  Black  read  letters  from  Dr.  Jack  Knoespel,  former  minister  and  Jackie  Hager  Price, 
former  member.  A  sumptous  lunch  was  held  outdoors  behind  the  the  fellowship  building  which 
the  congregation  and  guests  enjoyed  while  seated  on  bales  of  straw.  Faye  Helton  and  Ruby 
Abernathy  made  lemonade  which  was  served  from  a  tin  tub. 
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omecoming  -    September  10,  1995 


Our  special  guest  on  this  Centennial  Homecoming  Sunday  is  the  daughter  of  the  late  H.C.  and 
Mary  Joy  Little,  whose  home  was  on  St.  James  Church  Road.  Joy  Marie  is  a  member  of  a  very 
prominent  family  that  is  held  in  high  esteem  by  this  church  and  community.  Her  father  retired  a 
Lt.  Colonel  in  the  US  Army  and  came  back  to  his  home  town  and  became  principal  of  the  Rock 
Springs  High  School. 

Her  mother  was  a  much  sought  after  piano  teacher,  and  was  organist  at  DUMC  for  many  years. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Little  were  dedicated  to  this  church  and  all  of  its  ministries,  and  were  vital  to  its 
presence  in  this  community. 

Joy  graduated  from  Greensboro  College  in  1953  with  a  Director  of  Religious  Education  degree. 
After  three  months  of  training  at  the  Methodist  Mission  Board  in  Connecticut,  Joy  accepted  the 
call  to  Sao  Paulo,  Brazil  where  for  three  years  she  taught  English  and  Bible  in  a  Methodist  girls 
school.  During  her  training  in  Connecticut  she  met  a  young  man  by  the  name  of  Roger  Floyd  who 
was  training  to  enter  the  mission  field  in  Japan.  The  two  exchanged  many  letters,  and  after  three 
years  Roger  returned  to  Connecticut,  got  himself  a  motorcycle,  and  set  out  to  find  Denver.  Well, 
you  can  imagine  how  exciting  it  was  to  know  Joy's  boyfriend  was  coming  to  see  her  on  a 
motorcycle.  Everyone  knew  Joy's  father  would  never  let  her  get  on  that  thing.  Three  months 
later,  in  August  of  1956,  Joy  and  Roger  were  married  here  at  Denver  UMC.  They  moved  to  New 
Haven,  Connecticut  where  Roger  studied  and  was  ordained  into  the  ministry.  He  is  now 
executive  director  of  the  Capital  Region  Conference  of  Churches  in  Hartford  with  various  duties. 
While  Roger  pursued  his  ministry  studies,  Joy  earned  here  master's  degrees  in  Art  and  Library 
Science.  Joy  maintains  her  own  studio  and  has  had  several  art  shows  in  Hartford  and  New  York. 
She  is  presently  employed  in  the  Hartford  State  Library.  The  Floyd's  have  three  children:  David, 
a  graduate  of  the  University  of  Connecticut,  specialized  in  Liberal  Arts,  English  and  Literature. 
He  also  holds  a  nursing  degree.  Charlene,  graduate  of  Bates  College  in  Maine,  who  currently 
resides  in  New  York  City  with  a  P  H.D.  in  Political  Science.  Melinda,  a  graduate  of  Oberline 
College  in  Ohio  with  a  Liberal  Arts  degrees  who  reside  in  New  York  City  and  works  in  the 
Human  Resources  division  of  a  German  bank,"Deutche  Bank"  Joy  has  three  sisters:  Barbara 
King  of  St.  James  Church  Road  in  Denver.  Loretta  Blanton  of  Marion,  NC,  and  Deanne  Sain  of 
Lincolnton. 

The  following  is  what  Joy  Marie  Floyd  spoke  at  Homecoming  in  September  of  1995: 
Once  Upon  A  Time-Micah  6:6-8 

6.  "With  what  shall  I  come  before  the  Lord,  and  bow  myself  before  God  on  high? 
Shall  I  come  before  him  with  burnt  offerings?  with  calves  a  year  old? 

7.  Will  the  Lord  be  pleased  with  thousands  of  rams,  with  ten  thousands  of  rivers  of 
oil?  Shall  I  give  my  first-born  for  my  transgression,  the  fruit  of  my  body  for  the  sin 
of  my  Soul?" 

8.  He  has  showed  you,  O  people,  what  is  good,  and  what  does  the  Lord  require  of 
you  but  to  do  justice,  and  to  love  kindness,  and  to  walk  humbly  with  your  God? 
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Once  upon  a  time.  .2700  years  ago 
a  man  named  Michah 

Whom  scholars  have  labeled  a  minor  prophet,  whose  book  in  the  Old  Testament  is  so  small  that 
we  often  have  a  hard  time  finding  it.  .Micah  wrote  these  word,  to  do  justice,  to  love  kindness  and 
to  walk  humbly  with  God.  A  minor  prophet  -  maybe.  .  . but  hardly  a  minor  message. 

A  historian  has  written: 

The  tranquil  days  of  prosperity  and  relative  peace  in  Judah  and  Israel  were  on  the  wane  in  the 
time  of  Micah. 

The  political  situation  was  changing.  Assyria  was  becoming  a  powerful  threat. 

In  Judah  and  Israel  trade  and  commerce  flourished,  but  largely  at  the  expense  of  small 
landowners  and  peasants,  who  steadily  lost  whatever  land  they  had  because  of  the  greed  of  the 
wealthy. 

Rich  landowners  bribed  judges  to  look  favorably  upon  improper  land  acquisitions,  and  the  result 
was  the  disappearance  of  the  small  farmer.  Those  who  were  dispossed  drifted  from  the 
countryside  to  the  city,  and  for  the  first  time  in  Hebrew  history,  the  large  centers  of  population 
experienced  overcrowding. 

The  moral  and  ethical  values  of  the  Sinai  Covenant  had  been  replaced  by  idolary  and  sensual 
worship  at  shrines. 

Micah  was  outspoken  in  his  condemnation  of  corrupt  practices  and  leaders  who  would  condone 
injustice  as  long  as  they  received  money  for  doing  so. 

(Encyclopedia  of  Religion  -  v.9-p.  496,  Y.  Gray) 

The  historian  could  have  been  describing  1995.  .. 

Once  upon  a  time...  100  years  ago... 

The  women  and  men  and  children  of  this  community;  whose  fields  of  cotton,  corn,  and  wheat 
covered  the  countryside,  formed  this  church.  Ten  years  later,  they  built  a  simple  frame  building 
right  here. 

They  were  our  great  grandparents,  our  great  aunts  and  uncles,  cousins.  Some  were  strangers  to 
us,  nameless... but  we  know  them. 

They  were  part  of  the  "great  cloud  of  witnesses"  who  lived  in  God's  love,  who  kept  the  faith  as 
best  they  could,  who  helped  to  pass  along  to  us  God's  word  preached  by  Micah:  .  .  .  do  justice,  love 
kindness,  walk  humbly  with  God. 

My  father  and  his  parents  before  him,  grew  up  in  this  community.  My  mother  came  here  to 
teach  school.  They  married  here,  then  moved  away. 
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Once  upon  a  time... 50  years  ago... 
World  War  II  had  finally  ended  and  our  father,  H.C.  Little,  had  come  home  from  the  Army.  We 
moved  back  to  Denver  from  Iredell  County,  my  dad  and  mother,  Mary,  my  sister,  Barbara, 
Loretta,  Harold  Deanne,  and  me.  I  was  13,  the  oldest.  Our  dad  began  to  teach  at  Rock  Springs 
School  and  we  joined  Denver  Methodist  Church. 

I  think  I  should  tell  you  why  I  really  came  today;  the  flattery  of  being  invited,  the  change  to  see  a 
few  old  friends,  to  visit  family,  to  say  thank  you  to  this  church.  But,  I  really  came  to  honor  my 
parents  who  were  members  of  this  church  family  for  so  long. 

H.C.  Little  was  a  good  man.  He  did  what  he  thought  was  right  no  matter  what.  Many  folks 
honored  him  -  some  despised  him.  He  loved  this  church,  although,  at  times,  it  broke  his  heart. 

May  Joy  Little  was  a  strong,  caring  partner  and  mother  in  good  times  and  in  bad.  She  filled  this 
church  with  music  many  a  time.  Doing  justice,  loving  kindness,  walking  humbly  with  God... they 
lived  Micah's  message,  keeping  it  alive  for  us. 

From  50  years  ago,  the  music  I  remember  first  was  Miss  Mabel  and  Mr.  Jerry  Mundy's.  When 
Miss  Mabel  played  and  Mr.  Jerry  sang,  it  was  something  very  special. 

The  Sunday  School  classes  that  stick  in  my  mind,  oddly  enough,  since  they  were  adult  classes, 
were  those  of  Mr.  Ramsey  and  Aunt  Elma  Little  -  classes  with  a  history  of  good  teaching  and 
faithful  members.  There  were  often  conversations  at  home  about  those  classes. 

The  strongest  recollections,  though  are  of  the  Methodist  Youth  Fellowship. 

The  pastor  at  that  time  was  Rev.  Green  with  six  churches  to  take  care  of. 

My  Dad  helped  us  start  the  MYF.  There  was  a  faithful  group  that  met  every  Sunday  night. 
Jackie  Hager  Elsie  King  Elsie  Goodson  Tommy  Howard 

Marjorie  Little  Betty  Gwyn  Smith     Bobby  Key  Howard    Newton  Smith 

Jimmy  Ramsey         Johnny  Seehorn        and  myself 

This  was  in  the  old  white  frame  church.  We  would  sit  up  in  the  front  pews,  hard  wooden  ones, 
near  the  stove.  Of  course,  the  fire  in  the  stove  from  the  morning  service  would  have  died  out;  so 
we'd  have  to  get  a  new  fire  going.  It  took  a  while  to  warm  up.  and  sometimes  we'd  go  home  still 
shivering. 

We  always  looked  forward  to  the  subdistrict  meeting  when  teenagers  from  churches  around  the 
area  get  together  for  super,  worship,  and  fun.  Often  there  was  folk  dancing.  It  was  quite  a 
production  to  try  to  figure  a  way  to  host  one  of  those  subdistrict  meeting  here  in  our  small 
unheated  building. 

The  big  event  for  me  in  those  high  school  years  was  the  National  Youth  Convocation  in 
Cleveland,  Ohio.  .  10,000  MYF  members  gathered  from  all  over  the  country.  The  subdistrict  was 
sending  a  bus,  but  the  cost  was  still  several  hundred  dollars.  We  begged  money  from  everyone  - 
church  members  and  townspeople,  until  Jackie  Hager  Price  and  I  were  able  to  go.  We  slept  on 
cots  in  a  huge  airplane  hanger.  We  sang  hymns  that  rang  like  thunder.  .Once  to  every  man  and 
nation  comes  the  moment  to  decide  in  the  class  of  truth  with  falsehood  for  the  good  or  evil 
side...  (Many  years  later  I  was  to  learn  that  Roger,  my  husband,  was  also  one  of  the  10,000  in 
Cleveland). 

It  was  while  I  was  away  at  Greensboro  College  that  the  little  white  frame  church  came  down, 
and  the  new  brick  church  replaced  it. 
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Rev.  Bill  Rock  hired  me  one  summer  to  put  into  practice  some  of  the  Christian  education  I  was 
learning.  We  had  vacation  church  schools  at  Mt.  Pleasant,  Rehobeth,  and  Denver  Lots  of 
children,  Bible  stories,  pictures  and  games.  I'm  somewhat  embarrassed  to  admit  that  the  giant 
circle  games  out  in  the  backyard  here  are  the  clearest  memories  I  have. 

It  was  my  senior  college  year  that  the  idea  came  of  my  teaching  in  Latin  America  in  a  mission 
school.  I  believe  it  came  from  God.  I  tried  to  make  a  prayerful  decision.  My  family  gave  me 
support.  The  church  gave  it's  blessing.  A  three  week  ocean  journey  with  6  other  new 
missionaries  brought  me  to  Sao  Paulo,  Brazil,  and  the  Instituto  Methodista.  There  I  taught 
English  and  Bible  and  supervised  field  work  with  children.  The  Institute  trained  young  women  in 
Christian  education,  some  came  with  only  primary  education  -  others  with  high  school.  So  we 
taught  a  little  of  everything,  and  we  learned  more  than  our  students.  On  Sundays,  we  rode  the 
bonde  to  distant  favellas  and  held  Sunday  School  under  trees. 

Weekdays  after  classes  we  invited  children  near  the  school  to  come  and  study  at  the  picnic  tables 
in  our  yard.  We  ate  rice  and  beans  and  bananas  every  day. 

Over  these  past  forty  years  Brazil  has  been  governed  by  dictators  and  scoundrels  and  others. 
Though  there  is  a  civilian  government  now  and  though  Brazil  has  great  natural  wealth  and  human 
resources;  it  is  the  land  (along  with  Mexico)  that  has  the  greatest  disparity  between  rich  and  poor 
in  this  hemisphere. 

Every  2  minutes  a  child  dies  in  Brazil  -  53%  of  children  live  below  the  official  poverty  line 
in  families  earning  less  than  $70  per  month.  Children  make  up  18%  of  the  work  force.  Of 
children  entering  1st  grade,  only  10%  will  finish  primary  school.  There  are  over  8  million 
street  children,  many  of  whom  are  murdered. 
Justice?  Kindness?  Humility?  Micah  would  have  to  scream  very  loudly  to  be  heard  in  the 
streets  of  Sao  Paulo  or  Rio  or  Hartford.  .  or  Charlotte...  or  Denver... 

Denver  Church  came  back  into  my  life  a  very  tangible  way  when  Roger  and  I  were  married  here 
on  August  30,  1956.  My  own  is  the  only  wedding  I  ever  attended  here;  but  I'm  sure  many  of  you 
will  agree  it's  a  lovely  place  for  a  wedding.  My  Connecticut  mother-in-law  still  marvels  that  an 
hour  before  the  wedding  a  huge  thunderstorm  crashed  down;  but,  by  he  time  we  arrived  at  the 
church,  the  gravel  walkway  was  completely  dry. 

Over  the  years,  it  became  a  tradition  for  our  family  to  come  down  to  visit  Nanny  and  Papaw  at 
Christmas  time.  Occasionally,  we  would  arrive  in  time  to  attend  the  annual  Christmas  program 
here  at  the  church.  Whether  my  mother  or  the  gift  distributors  or  both  arranged  it  I  never  knew; 
but  there  was  always  a  gift  for  each  of  our  three  children  under  the  Christmas  tree  in  the  hall 
downstairs.  Both  our  father  and  our  mother  were  buried  from  this  church.  Their  graves,  along 
with  other  family  members  lie  out  behind  us.  We  miss  them.  We  try  to  remember  what  we 
learned  from  them  and  from  the  good  folks  of  this  church. 

Once  upon  a  time.  .5  years  ago... 

We  gathered  again  as  a  family  at  Christmas  time.  My  son,  David,  gave  me  and  Barbara  and 
Deanne  and  Loretta  an  inspiring  gift.  It  was  a  compilation  of  a  few  of  our  father's  notes  from 
over  the  years.  I'd  like  to  pass  on  a  little  of  his  writings. 
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Dr.  James  Reeves  spoke  these  words:  "Homecoming  is  more  than  a  celebration  of  what  we 
were.  It  is  a  celebration  of  what  we  are  and  of  what  we  hope  to  be." 

Today  the  voices  of  our  parents  and  grandparents,  our  teachers  and  friends,  sometimes  even  our 
children  remind  us,  as  Micah  did  2700  years  ago: 

He  has  showed  you,  O  people,  what  is  good;  and  what  does  the  Lord  require  of  you  but  to 
do  justice,  and  to  love  kindness,  and  to  walk  humbly  with  your  God0 

Below  is  what  was  written  by  David  C.  Floyd,  grandson  of  H.C.  Little  in  December  of  1991 
"H  C.  Little  was  my  grandfather.  He  passed  away  one  October  when  I  was  ten  years  old. 
Though  our  family  was  miles  away  and  it  was  difficult  for  me  to  sense  the  meaning  of  what  had 
taken  place,  there  was  no  denying  that  life  was  somewhat  different  for  us  all  from  then  on.  The 
trips  down  south  continued,  but  the  farm  was  missing  something;  that  vital,  purposeful  place  now 
seemed  to  be  set  adrift,  lacking  that  guiding  hand  that  Papaw  had. 

As  kids  we  couldn't  put  it  into  words,  but  the  days  left  something  to  be  desired  when  we  were 
used  to  horseback  rides,  collecting  honey  from  the  beehives,  fishing  in  the  pond,  and  just  the  fun 
of  Papaw' s  company.  Papaw  was  a  kind  and  gentle  man,  full  of  strength  and  conviction.  I  realize 
now  that  this  was  a  man  of  wisdom  who  I  barely  knew  as  a  child,  but  who  speaks  to  us  now 
through  memories  and  through  the  words  he  wrote  down.  This  compilation  project  has  been  a 
wonderful  way  for  me  to  get  to  know  him  further.  I  hope  it  will  be  of  value  to  our  family  in 
helping  to  keep  H.C.  Little's  memory  alive." 

Looking  Back  -  Some  Recollections  -  by  H.C.  Little,  February  1%6 

"Just  reminiscing,  two  things  always  stand  out  in  my  mind  -  years  ago,  as  a  senior  at  Davidson  - 
returning  after  Christmas  holiday-Mama  said,  "Here  is  50  cents  that  I  kept  in  the  cupboard  that  I 
saved  from  selling  my  crock  cotton'.  You  may  have  it."  I  left  (walking  as  we  had  no  car).  Dad, 
who  usually  was  at  the  barn  doing  chores,  came  walking  to  the  path,  and  said,  "Well  son,  do  the 
best  you  can.  I'll  miss  you  in  the  field,  but  it  sure  makes  me  glad  you  are  going  to  college.  Tell 
June  (that's  Uncle  June  Cashion)  I'll  give  him  a  bag  of  potatoes  for  letting  you  ride  back  with 
him."  "Okay,  Dad.  Thanks  for  the  raincoat  you  bought  me."  Dad  said,  "Hope  it  keeps  you  dry. 
I  gave  Mr.  Proctor  two  bushels  of  corn-it  was  on  sale.  Well,  son,  be  good."  With  that  he  walked 
away,  his  head  low.  And  my  heart  bled  with  a  strange  joy  as  I  carried  my  belongings  down  the 
path  to  Denver  to  Uncle  June's.  Those  two  humble  people  sending  me  to  Davidson  College,  there 
to  graduate  in  spring  of  1927-the  material  blessing  limited,  but  their  hearts  of  love  have  followed 
me  all  the  way  from  the  "crock  cotton"  and  the  "two  bushels  of  corn"  to  the  present.  Now  I  am 
trying  to  send  my  youngest  daughter  to  school  with  a  heart  of  love;  but  material  blessings  are 
limited.  Well,  it  is  time  now  for  me  to  do  my  chores  at  the  barn.  My  "head  is  low",  but  I  trust 
with  the  self-same  determination  and  courage  that  all  is  well  and  life  is  good. 


see  picture  at  back 
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Hurricane  Hugo  -   September  22,  1989 

Friday,  September  22,  1995  marked  the  sixth  anniversary  of  Hugo.  In  1989  the  eleventh  worst 
hurricane  in  the  history  of  the  United  States.  It  brings  to  mind  special  memories  of  all  the  activity 
in  the  fellowship  building 

The  church  had  electricity  so  church  was  held  as  usual  on  Sunday.  Gailya  Cherry  and 
Mary  Alice  Sigmon  discussed  the  situation  and  decided  to  make  soup  to  serve 
on  Sunday  evening  to  those  who  didn't  have  electricity.  They  checked  with  Pastor  Eddie 
Black  if  it  would  be  okay  and  he  thought  it  was  a  good  idea,  so  the  ladies  proceeded  to 
Galaxy  to  get  the  ingredients  for  the  soup.  People  came  Sunday  evening  and  expressed 
appreciation,  so  they  started  to  make  plans  for  breakfast,  lunch  and  supper  on  Monday. 
The  members  of  the  church  responded,  many  had  freezers  that  were  defrosting,  so  they 
brought  the  food  to  the  church,  the  ladies  of  the  church  cooked  whatever  had  been 
provided,  from  pinto  beans  to  venison.  There  was  no  charge  for  the  meals,  but  donations 
were  accepted.  Church  members  served  three  meals  on  Monday,  Tuesday,  and 
Wednesday,  to  people  from  as  far  away  as  Gastonia.  We  worked  from  about  six  in  the 
morning  until  eight  in  the  evening.  By  Wednesday  most  of  the  people  had  electricity  and 
the  members  were  getting  worn  out,  so  the  decision  was  made  to  close  the  kitchen.  About 
that  time  Richard  Howard  of  Mt.  Pleasant  Church  sent  12-15  large  pizzas  for  serving  and 
offered  to  send  whatever  we  needed  for  Thursday.  This  was  definitely  encouragement  to 
continue.  The  dishes  were  washed  by  the  church  men  who  complained  of  dishpan  hands, 
but  did  this  chore  faithfully.  Kevin  Coffey,  Kevin  Cherry  and  Sam  McNinch  washed 
dishes  from  eight  in  the  morning  through  eight  in  the  evening.  Typically,  the  women  got 
into  the  water  as  well,  they  didn't  trust  the  men  to  wash  the  chickens  or  ducks.  Frances 
Howard  insisted  we  wash  them  well. 

This  was  a  great  experience  and  very  rewarding  for  everyone  who  participated.  It  was  reported  a 
member  of  a  local  church  bragged  about  us  to  his  church,  saying,  "Why  that  little  church  out  in 
Denver  fed  hundreds  of  people  last  week." 


enver  K^ornmunity 

This  is  the  last  of  the  Centennial  Moments  recorded  in  1995.  Please  note,  all  of  this  information 
was  provided  Mary  Alice  Sigmon,  our  historian  who  recored  as  many  details  as  she  could.  Much 
of  this  information  came  from  older  community  and  church  members.  The  homes  in  the 
community  that  surrounded  Denver  Church  in  the  1900's  were  mostly  two-story  wooden 
structures.  Nearly  all  the  homes  had  a  front  porch  with  a  swing,  a  back  porch  for  the  ice  box,  a 
well  with  a  bucket  and  dipper,  and  a  yard  swept  clean  with  a  straw  broom.  Many  backyards 
consisted  of  a  barn,  with  pigs,  chickens,  cows,  and  horses  used  for  plowing.  And  of  course,  there 
was  a  well  worn  path  from  the  house  to  the  "two-holer"  where  they  kept  the  Sears  Roebuck 
catalog. 
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Among  the  "outbuildings"  as  they  called  them,  was  a  grainery,  which  had  a  two-fold  purpose.  It 
was  used  for  corn  storage  but  it  has  been  reported  that  it  was  a  good  place  for  the  men  to  hide  his 
spirits  from  the  little  lady  of  the  house.  Each  home  had  a  garden  spot.  Families  raised  what  they 
ate,  and  ate  what  they  raised.  This  included  milk,  eggs,  ham,  beef,  chicken  and  vegetables.  These 
were  the  days  of  not  even  knowing  where  the  key  to  the  door  was.  These  were  days  of  feather 
beds  and  straw  ticks,  washpots,  and  scrubboards,  kerosene  lamps,  wood  fired  cook  stoves  with  a 
warming  closet  that  always  had  biscuits  and  sweet  potatoes  in  it.  The  cook  stoves  had  reservoirs 
on  their  sides  that  held  the  only  hot  water  in  the  house. 

Chores  for  girls  included  churning  butter,  milking  the  cow,  feeding  the  chickens  and  gathering  the 
eggs.  Girls  washed  dishes,  carried  in  wood  and  carried  out  the  ashes  while  the  boys  were  busy 
cutting  wood,  plowing,  and  hunting  which  put  meat  on  the  table. 

These  were  hard  working  people  with  a  genuine  respect  for  the  church.  In  talking  to  some  of  our 
older  generation  it  was  learned  that  many  of  the  mothers  named  their  children  for  the  preacher. 
We  can't  say  whether  the  names  changed  or  the  preachers  changed,  but  you  don't  hear  of  that  any 
more. 

Along  about  1939  Denver  began  to  go  modern.  Electricity  was  a  welcome  commodity;  Killian's 
Store  and  Doctor  Shellem's  office  both  had  telephones;  Highway  16  was  paved  and  the  kids  had 
somewhere  to  skate  as  there  weren't  many  car  s.  It  is  believed  that  approximately  half  of  the 
community  was  a  member  of  Denver  Church,  there  was  however  a  Baptist  Church  on  the  site  of 
the  present  Denver  Home  Furnishings  which  was  torn  down  sometime  after  World  War  II. 
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Throughout  The  Years 

Golden  Moments 

"O-o-oh,  so  many  'Golden  Moments'  have  blessed  my  life  at  Denver  UMC!  One  that  stands  out 
in  a  special  way  is  a  candle  light  service  at  Christmas.  We  carried  our  lighted  candles  to  the 
newly  constructed  Fellowship  Building  where  there  was  a  Service  of  Consecration.  At  that  time 
we  never  realized  the  extensive  use  the  new  building  would  provide.  And,  then  about  20  years 
later,  I  had  the  'golden'  opportunity  as  lay  leader  to  lift  a  shovel  of  dirt  signifying  the  breaking 
of  ground for  our  new  Sanctuary.  Praise  God from  whom  all  blessing  flow!" 

Rosa  Cosby 

"When  I  got  married  in  1989  our  congregation  had  already  started  to  outgrow  our  sanctuary.  I 
had  grown  up  in  this  church,  my  mom  and  dad  got  married  in  this  church-I  couldn't  imagine 
getting  married  anywhere  else!  So  despite  the  size  of  the  church-I  invited  the  whole 
congregation,  our  large  families,  lots  of friends,  and just  hoped for  the  best.  It  wasn't  until  after 
the  service  that  I  found  out  that  as  a  surprise  for  me  and  Jimmy,  Annette  Lowing  and  Sandi 
Armstrong  had  arranged  for  John  Snoddy  and  Roger  Mullis  to  put  cameras  in  the  church  that 
were  hooked  up  to  a  television  set  in  the  fellowship  hall.  No  wedding  guest  was  turned  away 
when  the  church  filled-they  just  went  to  the  fellowship  hall  and  watched  our  wedding  on  TV!  I 
am  so  glad  that  we  will  now  have  space  in  our  sanctuary  to  accommodate  weddings  so  that 
members  can  get  married  in  their  own  church  instead  of  renting  out  another  church  for  more 
space. 

Lana  Parrish 


"One  'shoulder  to  shoulder'  Sunday  I  was  sitting  in  the  pew  next  to  my  Grandmother  (Lib 
Callaway)  and  my  aunt  (Annette  Lowing).  Nannie  was  all  decked  out  that  Sunday  in  a  thin  silky 
skirt.  When  we  stood  up  to  sing  a  hymn  she  felt  a  tickle  on  her  ankles-when  she  looked  down  she 
saw  her  skirt  on  the  floor,  without  thinking,  she  sat  down  as  fast  as  she  could-the  skirt  was  still 
around  her  ankles.  I  thought  she  had  gotten  sick  until  I  saw  her  laughing  so  hard  and  pointing 
at  the  floor.  Everyone  in  the  pew  with  us  and  the  two  rows  behind  us  started  laughing.  But  now 
the  song  was  over,  everyone  had  sat  down  and  her  skirt  was  stuck-she  could  only  get  it  to  her 
knees  sitting  down  and  did  not  want  to  stand  up-skirtless  and  alone-during  the  service.  She 
wiggled,  giggled,  and  pulled  through  the  rest  of  the  service.  We  got  some  puzzled  looks  from  the 
pulpit  that  Sunday  and  some  very  stern  ones  from  Mama  (Gailya  Cherry)  in  the  choir  loft.  I 
tried  to  straighten  up  but  as  soon  as  I  calmed  the  giggles,  I  could feel  Nannie's  or  Annette's 
shoulders  start  to  jump  as  the  laughter  welled  up  inside  and  I  would  loose  it  all  over  again.  The 
giggles  are  always  the  worst  when  they  are  shared  and  when  you  are  supposed  to  be  quiet.  By 
now-Momma's  frown  (Gailya)  from  the  choir  had  contorted  her  face.  Annette  caught  Mama's 
attention,  pointed  to  Nannie  and  mouthed  'Her  skirt— -fell  off. ' 
So  then  the  choir  cracked  up. 
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After  the  service  (which  seemed  to  last  forever)  we  did  explain  to  the  minister  what  had 
happened.  Later  that  week  Joe  King  was  gathering  up  old  bulletins  and  found  Nannie's  button. 
Ann  Cloninger  mounted  it  on  a  plague  engraved  with  a  poem  she  wrote  about  the  day  and  the 
minister  presented  it  to  Nannie  out  in  front  of  the  church  after  preaching  the  next  Sunday.  A 
couple  of  ladies  in  the  church  didn't  think  the  presentation  was  very  funny-but  Nannie  sure  did! 
She  was  just  thankful,  she  stated  that  if  she  had  not  worn  a  slip  that  day....  "NO  ONE  WOULD 
HAVE  EVER  SEEN  ME  IN  DENVER  CHURCH  AGAIN!" 

Lana  Parrish 

"In  1930, 1  remember  going  to  the  Denver  Methodist  Church.  I  though  the  church  looked  so 
little,  but  the  congregation  was  so  happy  and  jolly  and  they  treated  me  so  nice.  That  day  I  met 
some  of  my  Daddy's  first  cousins  that  I  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  before.  I  was  amused  most  by 
members  leaving  their  seats  to  go  to  the  pot  belly  heater  to  warm  their  feet.  The  first  person  I 
met  was  Miss  Ann  King  Brown,  she  became  one  of  my  best  friends.  I  learned  to  love  Denver 
Methodist  Church,  and  I  still  do. 

Lucille  Goodson 

"Mrs.  Ila  Dellinger  Abernathy  is  a  devout  Christian  lady  97  years  of  age.  'Miss  Ike'  as  she  is 
affectionately  known,  was  born  in  Cherryville  and  came  to  Denver  when  she  married  Horace 
Abernathy,  son  of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  H.N.  Abernathy,  the  country  doctor  in  this  area  for  many  years. 
The  had five  children:  Richard,  deceased;  H.N  of  Pumpkin  Center;  Frances  Lynch,  deceased; 
Virginia  Ruth  Harris  of  Pumpkin  Center;  and  Marilyn  Reid  of  Maiden.  The  Abernathy  home  is 
beside  the  former  Denver  UMC  parsonage  on  Campground  Street.  Due  to  age  and  failing 
health  she  moved  in  with  her  daughter  Virginia  Ruth  and  Bobby  Harris. 

Ike  grew  up  a  Baptist  but  joined  Denver  Church  soon  after  her  arrival  in  Denver.  Over  the 
years  she  taught  the  young  adults,  young  married  couples,  children  and  Bible  school.  She  also 
taught  second  grade  at  Rock  Springs  School  for  20  years.  Any  wonder  her  hobby  is  reading— the 
Bible  and  religious  books. 

'Miss  Ike'  left  Denver  Church  after  her  daughter  Frances' grandson,  Ronnie  Lynch,  became  a 
Baptist  Minister.  Frances  and  her  husband  Albert  Lynch  donated  the  land  for  Denver  Baptist 
Church. 

When  I  visited  her  with  her  recently  she  wanted  to  say,  to  you,  'I  have  a  warm  feeling  in  my  heart 
for  Denver  United  Methodist  Church  and  enjoyed  all  my  years  in  the  Methodist  Church. ' 

This  truly  is  a  'Golden  Memory'  for  me  because  we  were  next  door  neighbors  for  20  years.  And 
what  a  wonderful  lady!  They  just  don't  make  them  like  her  any  more! 

Thenkyou,  'Miss  Ike'.  Your  influence  lives  on  in  the  membership  of  Denver  Church. 

Mary  Alice  Sigmon 
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"/  remember  growing  up  when  we  never  asked  if  we  were  going  to  church  on  Sunday  morning 
because.  Daddy  polished  shoes  on  Saturday  night.  We  got  up  on  Sunday  morning  knowing  we 
were  going  to  church. 

Dwight  Callaway  was  superintendent,  Mrs.  Klma  Little  was  youth  teacher,  Mr.  J.E.  Ramsey  was 
teacher  for  men's  Bible  class.  Mr.  Jerry  Mundy  was  choir  leader.  Mr.  H.C.  Little  was  an 
outstanding  Sunday  School  teacher.  Mrs.  H.C.  Little,  Mrs.  Mary  Alice  Sigmon  and  Mrs.  Shirley 
Mull  were  all  mighty  good  pianists  and  organists. 

I  remember  Mama  pledging  so  many  cement  block  for  the  church  building  program.  Mama 
started  the  first  nursery  in  1963  with  an  old  iron  bed  we  children  had  all  used.  Mildred  King 
helped. 

We  had  a  very  active  MYF  in  the  late  40's  and  50's.  Joy  Marie  Little  was  our  sub-district 
president.  We  usually  brought  home  a  banner  every  month  for  having  the  best  attendance.  On 
Sunday  afternoon,  we  walked  to  church  for  MYF.  This  was  around  a  mile. 

We  had  two  couples  who  married  sisters  and  two  who  married  brothers  and  sister.  Joe  and 
Emery  King  married  Estus  and  Lucy  Beatty.  Frank  and  Nettie  King  married  Hettie  and  George 
Smith,  there  were  no  double  first  cousins  as  neither  Lucy  or  Hettie  had  children. 

Hettie  Smith  King  willed  money  from  her  estate  to  Denver  Church.  This  money  was  used for  the 
fellowship  hall.  Rob  Rudisill  now  owns  her  property. 

Blanche  Beatty  Rhodes,  who  owned  the  Warlick  home,  was  a  sister  of  Lucy  and  Estus  King. 
Most  of  the  time  she  provided flowers  for  the  church.  I  have  known  her  to  use  leaves  if  no 
flowers  were  available.  She  grew  lots  of  flowers  and  usually  had  something  blooming.  Her 
home  was  a  gathering  place  for  the  Beatty  family  as  Granny  Louvenia  Beatty  lived  with  her. 
Granny  had  12  children,  so  there  was  always  folks  around.  Granny  lived  to  be  almost  102  years 
old 

I  remember  Mama  and  Daddy  giving  our  piano  to  Brevard  Chapel  Church  after  we  left  home. " 

Elsie  Armstrong 

"I  remember  when  we  had  all  the  Sunday  School  classes  in  the  basement  of  the  church  and  the 
rooms  were  divided  off  with  curtains.  My  fourth  grade  Sunday  School  teacher  was  Mrs.  Mae 
Little,  a  retired  school  teacher  who  used  a  "big"  magnifying  glass.  One  afternoon  a  week  the 
class  would  visit  at  her  home.  We  got  to  listen  to  her  tapes  for  the  blind,  she  taught  us  to  knit, 
make  cookies  and  we  studied  the  Bible.  She  made  Sunday  School  so  interesting  and  I  never 
wanted  to  miss  a  day  -  she  was  truly  a  blessing. " 

Gailya  Cherry 
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"A  time  when  families,  friends  and  community-  came  together  at  DUMC.  Our  members  worked 
non-stop  providing  food  to  the  many  families  without  power.  Your  clntrch  members  served  food 
and  provided  delivery  to  the  elderly  and  homebound.  Not  only  did  we  service  our  community, 
but  sened  line  creMS  and  volunteer  help  from  other  counties.  Many  of  you  have  hurricane 
stories,  but  none  so  reminiscent  o  f  the  team  work  and  fellowship  tliat  came  from  the  many 
members  M  ho  worked  so  tirelessly. " 

Anonymous 

"Katie  Hoyle.  age  2  J  2.  to  Nursery  attendant  Kay  Bates:  "Miss  Kay"  my  papaw  Propst  got  real 
sick  and  they  said  he  M  erit  to  Hecnen.  I  want  to  go  see  him  but  I  don't  knoM'  how  to  get  there. 
Do  you  know  how  to  get  to  Hecnen9  " 

Kay  Bates 

"In  1952  a  gentleman  and  his  family  returned  to  this  area  from  Wilmington.  NC.  He 
immediately  became  imohed  in  the  church  and  sewed  as  Sunday  School  Superintendent  many- 
years.  At  this  time  most  of  the  business  that  the  congregation  Mas  im'olved  Mas  conducted 
during  the  15  minute  assembly  before  Sunday  School.  We  had  outgrown  the  kitchen  and 
assembly  room  downstairs  and  needed  to  purchase  additional  land  adjoining  the  church  for  a 
Fellowship  building.  Uiis  gentleman  got  the  purchase  price,  figured  the  footage  and  price  per 
foot  and  presented  it  to  tlie  assembly.  All  footage  was  pledged  in  15  minutes. 

In  the  '50's  our  Young  Adults  were  organized  and  belonged  to  the  sub-district  that  included 
Lincoln  and  parts  of  Cater*  ba  County-from  Maiden  to  Long  Island.  NC.  At  one  of  our  meetings 
at  Maiden  First  Methodist  we  were  not  OM  are  that  we  were  to  present  a  skit.  We  were  so 
embarrassed  that  we  didn't  have  anything  planned  When  the  program  began  the  first  call  was 
for  "Denver  Methodist.  "  With  that  cue  this  gentleman  in  our  group  made  his  w  ay  to  the  platform 
and  immediately  froze  in  his  tracks.  We  Mere  all  punching  one  another,  "What  in  the  world  is  he 
going  to  do9"  He  began  stammering,  gesturing  with  his  hands,  trying  to  speak  but  not  a  sound 
We  wondered  if  he  had  "locked jaw"  or  stage  fright,  but  Mhatever  it  Mas  he  mos  in  tr-ouble.  He 
contirmed  to  try  to  speak  by  clearing  his  throat,  coughing,  etc.  for  what  seemed  like  five  minutes. 
We  were  beginning  to  think  he  really  was  in  trouble.  Our  embarrassment  turned  to  great 
concern.  Lhis  just  wasn't  making  sense.  "Why  doesn't  he  just  sit  doMn.  "  Some  were  even  feeling 
sorry  for  him  for  he  really  had  a  speech  impediment.  Finally  he  star  ted  improving  and  got 
control  of  himself,  his  voice  cleared,  "I  think  L'm  alright  now  but  I  mos  in  pretty  bad  shape  wasn't 
I?  "  It  m  os  the  hit  of  the  evening.  Die  joke  was  on  us  because  he  had  to  have  this  planned. 

When  I  think  of  this  gentleman,  I  think  of  a  kind,  liappy,  caring,  sorta  quiet  person.  All  the  good 
deeds  cannot  be  told  here  but  believe  me.  DMight  Bell  Callaway  was  a  "gen-u-ine"  good  fellow. 
And  remember  "behind  every  good  man  there 's  a  good  woman.  " 

Mary  Alice  Sigmon 


"Many  years  before  we  had  two  worship  services  we  had  a  15  minute  assembly  in  the  sanctuary. 
"Little  Joe"  King,  Superintendent  of  Sunday  School,  always  opened  with  a  song  or  two  out  of  the 
little  red  cokesbury  hymnal  and  had  a  prayer.  At  this  time  not  many  people  liked  to  pray  in 
public  but  he  could  count  on  Elm  "Gran"  Little  and  Dot  Sherrill.  I  remember  Gran  always 
ending  her  prayer,  "Bless  our  boys  on  foreign  fields  and  bring  them  safely  home.  " 

After  Sunday  School  we  met  back  in  the  auditorium  for  11  o'clock  worship  service.  Shirley  Mull 
and  Mary  Alice  Sigmon  played  the  organ  and  piano.  Our  first  choir  robes  were  black  with  white 
collars. 

My  memories  of  Denver  Church  are  many  but  one  that  really  stands  out  in  my  mind  is  the 
ringing  of  the  church  bell  on  Sunday  morning. " 

Callie  Little 

"In  1986  The  Rev.  Eddie  Black  was  away  one  Sunday  and  I  related  this  true  story  to  the 
congregation.  During  World  War  II  a  serviceman  was  overseas  without  a  Bible  but  had  a  deck 
of  cards.  He  wrote  a  song  "My  Army  Bible  "  which  parallels  a  deck  of  cards  to  the  Bible. 


Ace  - 

Represents  one  true  God 

King- 

King  of  All  Kings- Jesus  Christ 

Queen-  Mother  of  Jesus 

Jack- 

Devil 

2- 

Two  books  of  the  Bible-Old  and  New  Testaments 

3- 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 

4- 

Matthew,  Mark,  Luke  and  John 

5- 

5  Virgins  were  wise  and  saved;  5  were  unwise  and  shutout 

6- 

Created  heavens  and  earth  in  6  days 

7- 

God  rested  on  the  7th  day 

8- 

Eight  righteous  people:  Noah,  his  wife,  3  sons  and  their  wives 

9- 

God  cleansed  10  lepers-only  one  thanked  him 

10- 

Ten  Commandments 

365- 

Spots  on  a  deck-days  in  a  year 

52- 

Cards  in  a  deck-number  of  weeks  in  a  year 

4- 

Suits-number  of  weeks  in  a  month 

13- 

Tricks  in  deck-number  of  weeks  in  a  quarter 

12- 

Picture  cards-number  of  months  in  a  year 

A  deck  of  cards  serves  as  my  Bible;  also  my  Almanac,  Storybook  and  Calendar. 

Walter  Abernathy 

"Mrs.  Mildred  King  leading  us  in  crafts  around  the  little  red  table  downstairs.  Santa  Clous 
Clous  making  his  appearance  after  our  Children's  Christmas  Programs  and  handing  out  gifts. 
Charlie  Brown's  Christmas  Program.  Being  in  Children's  Choir  with  Kiri  Callaway  -  who  never 
sang  a  note.  Billie  Ann  King  teaching  us  the  Lords  Prayer  and  Gaily  Cherry  teaching  us  the 
order  of  the  books  of  the  Bible.  Many  hours  of  playing  volleyball  be  fore  MYF. " 

Allison  Home 
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"Mrs.  Ha  Abernathy's  handkerchief  folded  up  and  held  to  her  wrist  by  her  watchband.  Mr. 
Emory  King  (called  simply  "Mr.  Emory")  who  sat  near  the  back  on  the  left  hand  side  of  the 
sanctuary,  putting  on  his  hat  to  leave  the  church.  Mr.  Martin  (if  he  had  a  first  name,       I  don't 
think  I  ever  heard  it)  on  the  far  right  aisle  passing  the  plate  from  pew  to  pew.  All  of  us  children 
sitting  at  that  short  plywood  table  while  Frances  Ann  Howard  helped  us  with  a  craft,  or  later 
Billie  Ann  King  taught  us  the  Lord's  Prayer  and  the  Apostle's  Creed.  My  Mama  playing  the 
upright  piano  that  used  to  be  in  the  basement,  and  telling  us  children  the  difference  between  a 
verse  and  a  chorus  is  a  song.  Shirley  Mull  playing  the  organ  and  Mary  Alice  Sigmon  putting 
those  "extras"  in  on  the  piano. 

Who  remembers  the  teenagers  painting  their  Sunday  School  classroom  bright,  bright  fire  engine 
glossy  red?  But,  not  before  one  of  them  had  written  the  catch  phrase  of  the  day    on  the  wall  in 
one  layer  of  paint,  "Dy-NO-Mite!"  For  years,  if  you  would  look  closely,  there  it  would  be.  Or 
how  about  the  Christmas  Pageants.  They  were  the  only  time  that  anyone  in  my  family  ever  wore 
bathrobes.  Or  wings  for  that  matter. 

MYF  Ski  Trip 

I  have  snow  skied  once  in  my  life,  literally.  I  mean,  I  went  to  the  top  of  the  beginners  slope 
and  down  the  hill  one  time.  There  were  about  thirty  of  us  that  climbed  the  mountains  in  our  little 
caravan  from  Denver.  Thirty  kids,  that  is,  in  just  a  few  cars,  yelling  and  laughing  and  slinging 
coats,  losing  gloves,  and  pulling  toboggans  down  over  each  other's  eyes.  The  grownup  drivers 
maybe  didn't  think  so,  buy  boy  was  it  fun.  The  lopes  were  popular  that  day,  and  we  joined  a 
crowd  of  bundled  people  sprouting  poles  all  over  the  place.  After  showing  some  of  us  neophytes 
how  to  shuffle  sideways  a  step  or  two  and  how  to  "brake, "  Denver,  NC's  Methodist  youth  were 
turned  loose  on  their  unsuspecting  fellow  slope  sliders.  A  whole  raft  of  us  lined  up  at  the  T-bar 
for  the  beginners  slop  and  watched  as  that  little  metal  handle  pulled  folks  up  the  hill.  A  big  sign 
in  front  read,  "Do  not  sit  on  T—bar. "  Now,  I  am  a  big  boy,  always  have  been,  always  will 
be.  In  front  of  me  was  a  fellow  MYF  member,  Mike  Hovis.  He's  was  a  big  boy,  too.  Finally  it 
was  Hovis's  turn  I  watched  as  the  bar  pulled  him  about  six  feet  away  from  us  in  line  and  then- 
yes,  you  know  he  did — he  sat  down  on  the  T-bar. 

If  you  were  new  to  the  English  language  and  didn't  know  what  the  phrase  "chain  reaction 
means,  you 'd  get  a  pretty  good  idea  from  watching  what  happened  next.  That  little  metal 
wire  sagged  mightily  under  Hovis.  Actually,  he  pulled  it  right  to  the  snoM>  on  the  ground. 
All  up  the  hill,  fellow  beginners  were  traumatized for  life  by  the  resulting  jerk  that  threw  them 
one  at  a  time  from  the  cord. 

Once  they  hit  the  ground,  they  had  to  dodge  the  T-barsthat  still  came  up  the  hill  after  them. 
Those  of  us  in  line  responded  as  would  any  group  of  MYFers  on  a  trip.  We  nearly  turned  our 
lungs  wrong-side  out  laughing.  After  much  sprawling  in  the  snow  and  just  a  bit  of  cursing  under 
the  breath  from  the  operator,  Hovis  and  his  fellow  T-bar  travelers  got  to  the  top,  and  somehow  I 
managed  to  make  it  up  there  without  repeating  my  friend's  stunt.  And,  that's  when  I  realized 
how  inadequate  my  skiinglesson  had  been.  The  good  Lord  has  blessed  me  in  a  lot  of  ways,  but 
grace  and  agility  are  not  among  them.  For  that  matter,  basic  coordination  sometime  escapes 
me.  I  probably  would  have  just  picked  up  my  skies  right  then  and  there  and  walked  down  the 
hill,  but  there  was  a  long  line  of  folks  at  the  bottom  looking  up  at  me. 
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At  least,  I  thoughtthey  were  looking  right  at  me.  (I  couldn't  have  been  too  hard  to  miss  in  my 
bright  orangeEast  Lincoln  High  toboggan.)  I  held  my  breath  and  pushed  off.  Funny,  but  I  had 
nevernoticed  that  just  back  of  the  T-bar  line  was  a  sort  of  fiat  area  that  had  been  encircled  by 
these  little  aluminum  poles.  The  poles  had  been  roped  off  with  elastic  and  inside  were  children 
on  skies  taking  a  class.  They'd  shuffle  to  the  right,  then  they'd  shuffle  to  the  left.  It  was  only  a 
little  bit  after  I  noticed  them,  that  I  realized  1  wasn't  all  that  sure  about  my  ability  to  brake.  And 
I  do  believe  that  was  along  about  then  that  I  reached  the  fasted  self-propelled  speed  I  have  ever 
know  in  my  life.  The  ski  school  kids  didn't  stand  a  chance.  First,  their  teacher  politely  waved  at 
me,  then-probably  taking  a  cue  from  the  way  my  eyelids  were  pinned  back  —  she  got  her  students 
to  shuffle  fast,  then-well,  it  was  about  then  that  aluminum  poles  and  elastic  rope  and  ski  school 
children  disappeared  in  a  cloud  of  snow  powder.  I  sat  on  the  deck  of  the  lodge  for  the  rest  of  the 
afternoon.  Hovis  eventually  wrenched  something  and  was  hoisted  down  off  the  mountain  by  the 
slope  staff,  and  sometime  that  afternoon  it  started  to  snow,  I  don't  know  how  it  happened,  but  we 
all  ended  up  in  a  furniture  store  in  Clyde,  NC  snowed  in.  Big-time.  We  slept  on  the  furniture, 
ate  what  snacks  we  had  brought  and  watched  the  grownups  eyes  dilate  larger  and  larger.  We 
were  there  several  days  and  eventually  a  local  church  fed  us  in  it's  fellowship  hall.  It  ended  up 
being  one  of  the  best  memories  of  my  youth  and  definitely  the  bestMYF  trip  I  ever  made. 
Strange,  I  know,  but  the  MYF  didn't  go  skiing  again  while  I  was  a  member. 

Fire 

I  have  always  fought  cowlicks.  Every  school  photograph  I  ever  made  looks  like  I  had just 
been  in  a  hair-pulling  contest  with  somebody.  And  lost.  This  didn't  bother  me  too  badly 
until  I  hit  my  teenage  years,  and  that's  when  I  started  experimenting  with  ways  to  plaster 
my  hair  to  my  head.  To  say  that  I  used  hair  spray  would  be  like  saying  Tammy  Faye  Bakerused 
a  little  blush.  During  my  hair  plastering  days,  the  teenagers  sat  on  the  back  pew  on  the  right. 
Joe  Don  Haney  and  Marty  Mull,  myself  and  a  gaggle  of  others.  We  didn't  pass  as  many  notes  as 
you'd  think  we  would,  but  our  giggles  were  contagious.  It  was  right  about  this  time  that  Denver 
started  using  acolytes.  Betty  Carpenter  was  standing  behind  us  lighting  Christie's  taper  one 
particular  Sunday  morning,  and  her  match  got  near  the  fumes  my  head  was  off-gassing.  The 
next  thing  I  knew,  there  was  the  sound  of  a  runaway  all  about  my  ears.  Burned,  that  hair  spray 
completely  gone.  I  was  thoroughly  singed,  but  not  before  Joe  Don  half  jumped  up  and  shouted 
to  the  rest  of  us  back-bencher,  "Good  God,  his  hair's  on  fire. "  It  is  perhaps  the  last  time  that 
someone  in  the  congregation  actually  shouted  during  one  of  our  worship  services. 

Breaking  the  Pews 

When  we  were  children  we  called  our  grandmother  Nanny  Tisababe.  There  are  a  few  things  you 
don't  live  down.  And  to  this  day,  if  I  go  sit  on  the  same  pew  as  Tisababe,  she  is  likely  to  warn 
me,  "Don't  you  lean  back. "  I  don't  know  iif the  church  was  full  but  our  pew  was.  And  I'm  not 
saying  that  the  sermon  was  dull  or  anything,  sometimes  you  just  have  to  stretch.  Stick  your  legs 
out  and  thrust  your  belly  forward.  Just  to  get  those  bones  to  line  up.  but,  Tisababe  is  right.  You 
really  shouldn't  do  it,  if  you're  putting  that  weight  on  old  pews.  It  seems  like  these  things  always 
happen  when  the  church  is  quiet.  They  never  happen  during  an  anthem  or  anything  like  that. 
Anyway,  I  stretched,  and  there  was  a  sound  like  a  rifle  pop,  and  the  back  of  the  pew  broke  and 
kind  of  dangled.  Or  we  thought  it  was  dangling.  Let's  just  say  we  were  on  the  edge  of  our  seats 
the  rest  of  the  service. " 

Kevin  Cherry 


(26) 


To  All  Those  Bom  Before  1940-WEARE  SURVIVORS 

We  were  bom  before  television,  before  penicillin,  before  polio  shots,  frozen  foods,  Xerox, 
plastic,  contact  lenses,  Frisbees,  and  the  pill. 

We  M'ere  before  radar,  credit  cards,  split  atoms,  laser  beams,  and  ball-point  pens,  before 
pantyhose,  disfmashers,  clothes  dryers,  electric  blankets,  air  conditioners,  drip-dry  clothes,  and 
be  fore  man  walked  on  the  moon. 

We  got  married  first  and  then  lived  together.  How  quaint  can  you  be? 

In  our  time,  closets  were  for  clothes,  not  for  "coming  out  of,  bunnies  M'ere  rabbits  and 
rabbits  were  not  VolksM'agens.  Designer  jeans  were  scheming  girls  named  Jean  or  Jeanne  and 
having  a  meaningful  relationship,  meant  getting  along  well  with  our  cousins. 

We  thought  fast  food  was  what  you  ate  during  Lent,  and  Outer  Space  was  the  back  of  the 

theater. 

We  were  before  house-husbands,  gay  rights,  computer  dating,  dual  careers  and 
commuter  marriages.  We  M  ere  be  fore  day  care  centers,  group  therapy  and  nursing  homes.  We 
never  heard  ofFM  radio,  tape  decks,  electric  typewriters,  artificial  hearts,  word  processors, 
yogurt,  and  guys  m  earing  earrings.  For  us,  time-sharing  meant  togetherness,  not  computers  or 
condominiums.  A  chip  meant  a  piece  of  wood,  hardware  meant  hardware,  and  software  wasn't 
even  a  word. 

In  1940  "Made  in  Japan"  meant  junk  and  the  term  "making  out"  referred  to  how  you  did 
on  your  exam.  Pizzas,  MacDonalds,  and  instant  coffee  were  unheard  of. 

We  hit  the  scene  when  there  were  Woolworths  5-and-10  cent  stores,  where  you  bought 
things  for  five  and  ten  cents.  Chapmans  and  the  corner  drug  store  sold  ice  cream  cones  for  a 
nickel  or  a  dime.  For  one  nickel  you  could  ride  a  street  car,  make  a  phone  call,  buy  a  Pepsi  or 
enough  stamps  to  mail  one  letter  and  two  postcards.  You  could  buy  a  new  Chevy  coupe  for 
$600;  but  who  could  afford  one?  A  pity,  too,  because  gas  was  11  cents  a  gallon! 

In  our  day,  cigarette  smoking  Mas  fashionable.  Grass  M>as  mowed,  Coke  was  a  cold 
drink,  and  pot  was  something  you  cooked  in.  Rock  music  M>as  a  Grandma's  lullaby  and  aids 
were  helpers  int  he  principal's  office. 

We  were  certainly  not  before  the  difference  between  the  sexes  was  discovered,  but  we 
were  surely  before  the  sex  change.  We  made  do  with  what  we  had.  And,  we  were  the  last 
generation  that  was  so  dumb  as  to  think  you  needed  a  husband  to  have  a  baby  I 

No  wonder  we  are  so  confused  and  there  is  such  a  generation  gap  today!  BUT  WE 
SURITIED'  WE  A  T  BETTER  REASON  TO  CELEBRA  TE! 

Anonymous 
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The  United  Methodist  Women 


Back  in  1938,  the  older  ladies  in  the  church  were  members  of  the  Missionary  Society.  These  were 
people  such  as  Addie  Mcintosh,  Mrs.  Cora  King,  Mrs.  Mabel  Mundy  and  Mrs.  Ollie  Howard. 

The  Methodist  Women,  as  we  now  know  them,  organized  into  a  "circle"  in  1968  and  the  first 
president  of  that  circle  was  Callie  Little.  Other  living  members  are  Lucille  Goodson,  Ruth  Little 
and  Ruby  Abernathy.  This  circle  met  monthly  in  the  church  basement  and  then  began  to  meet  in 
the  homes  of  the  members  on  a  rotating  basis. 

Eventually,  the  number  of  women  involved  became  large  enough  that  it  caused  over-  crowding 
and  the  younger  women  decided  it  would  be  good  to  have  another  circle  so  the  group  divided  and 
the  older  ladies'  circle  was  named  the  Elma  Little  Circle  in  honor  of  Callie  Little's  mother-in-law. 
The  younger  ladies  name  their  circle  the  Joy  Marie  Circle  in  honor  of  Joy  Marie  Little,  (H. .  G. 
Little's  daughter)  who  was  a  missionary  in  Sao  Paulo,  Brazil,  South  America.  Joy  Marie  later 
married  and  is  now  Joy  Marie  Floyd  and  lives  in  Connecticut.  Her  mother,  father  and  brother  are 
all  buried  in  the  church  cemetery. 

Both  circles  changed  to  meeting  at  night  and  later,  as  the  church  membership  grew,  the  two 
circles  did  not  provide  an  opportunity  for  those  who  preferred  to  meet  during  the  day  so  in  1990  a 
Morning  Circle  was  formed  with  Katy  Cooper  as  president.  Katy  remained  in  the  president's 
position  until  1996  when  she  passed  away.  At  that  time  the  circle  name  was  changed  to  the  Katy 
Cooper  Circle  in  honor  of  Katy. 

In  1989,  the  circles  formally  organized  the  "Denver  United  Methodist  Women"  so  that  the  entire 
group  could  meet  on  a  regular  basis,  once  a  quarter,  and  follow  Methodist  guidelines  for  women. 
Rev.  Eddie  Black  was  pastor  at  that  time.  The  Denver  United  Methodist  Women  usually  organize 
several  fund-raisers  per  year  with  proceeds  going  to  designated  projects,  district  missions,  local 
missions  and  the  DUMW  budgeted  expenses.  Beneficiaries  of  the  fundraisers  have  been  the 
church  building  fund,  van  fund,  playground  equipment  fund,  kitchen  supplies  fund,  etc.  Donations 
have  been  made  to  the  East  Lincoln  Christian  Ministries,  Lincoln  County  Habitat  House  Project, 
the  battered  women's  shelter,  to  name  a  few.  The  women  of  the  church  also  collect  Campbell 
Soup  labels  for  various  missions,  eyeglasses  for  recycling,  toiletries  for  the  battered  women's 
shelter  and  in  the  past  they  collected  pantyhose  to  send  to  Honduras.  One  year  the  DUMW 
hosted  a  kitchen  shower  for  the  women  of  St.  James  United  Methodist  Church,  a  local  black 
church. 

In  1993  and  1994  the  Denver  United  Methodist  Women  organized  a  project  called  "Warm  and 
Dry"  and  together  with  the  Methodist  Men,  they  organized  the  re-roofing  of  a  house  for  an 
elderly  lady  in  the  community.  Later  they  rebuilt  the  front  porch  of  that  house.  The  men  also 
supplied  the  occupant  with  firewood.  Currently  Jimmie  Helton,  continues  to  cut  and  supply 
firewood  to  this  lady. 
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Lincoln  Circuit 
Rock  Springs  Charge 
Former  Ministers 


1884 

Rev.  Jesse  H.  Page 
Rev.  M.  A.  Sherrill 
Rev.  R.  S.  Webb 

1889 

Rev.  J.C.  Hartsell 

1892 

Rev.  Thomas  S.  Ellington 

1893 

Rev.  Pinkey  L.  Terrell 

1894 

1896 

Rev.  J.T.  Stover 

1897 

Rev.  J.C.  Mock 

1898 

Rev.  J.C.  Postello 

1899 

1900 

Rev.  M.D.  Giles 

1901 

1904 

Rev.  B.A.  York 

1905 

1906 

Rev.  A.  W.  Clegg 

1907 

1908 

Rev.  KM.  Modlin 

1909 

1910 

Rev.  W.F.  Elliott 

1911 

1913 

Rev.  T.E.  Wagg 

1914 

Rev.  J.  W.  Hoyle 

1915 

1917 

Rev.  James  H.  Green 

1917 

Rev.  W.L.  Dawson 

1918 

1920 

Rev.  W.B.  Shinn 

1921 

Rev.  JR.  Walker 

1922 

1924 

Rev.  H.C.  Byrum 

1925 

1927 

Rev.  R.C.  Kirck 

1928 

1931 

Rev.  R.F.  Honey cutt 

1932 

1935 

Rev.  Van  B.  Harrison 

1936 

1939 

Rev.  M.A.  Osborne 

1940 

1941 

Rev.  J.  Max  Brandon,  Sr. 

1941 

1942 

Rev.  A.  W.  Lynch 

1943 

1947 

Rev.  John  H.  Green 

1948 

1951 

Rev.  W.A.  Rock,  Jr. 

1952 

Rev.  J.  Max  Brandon,  Sr. 

1953 

1956 

Rev.  J.B.  Fitzgerald 

1957 

1960 

Rev.  M.  W.  Heckard 

1961 

1969 

Rev.  Paul  V.  Ridenhour,  Sr. 

1970 

1972 

Rev.  Louis  H.  Murry 

1973 

1983 

Rev.  Roy  L.  Eubanks 
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Former  Ministers 
Denver-Lebanon  Charge 


1982  1987  Dr.  J.w.  Knoespel 
1986    1987   Rev.  Eddie  Black 


Denver  Charge 

1987    1994   Rev.  Eddie  Black 
1994    1997   Dr.  James  R.  Reeves 
997     Present  Rev.  James  L.  Pyatt 
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Rock  Springs  Charge 

Rehobeth  United  Methodist  Church 
Organized  1 780 

Rehobeth  Methodist  Church  at  Terrell,  North  Carolina  on  Highway  150  was  the  first  church 
organized  in  this  state  west  of  the  Catawba  River  and  belonged  to  the  Lincoln  Circuit  as  did 
Denver  Church. 

The  first  known  service  of  public  worship  was  in  1 780.  About  all  that  is  known  about  the  service 
is  "it  was  on  Sunday  and  scattered  settlers'  came  from  both  sides  of  the  river.  Some  of  them 
brought  jugs  of  brandy  and  others  horses  to  trade,  while  a  few  listened  to  what  the  preacher  had 
to  say."  It  is  not  known  who  this  preacher  was  but  the  service  was  held  on  a  large  rock  within  a 
mile  of  the  present  church 

The  first  church  building  was  erected  in  1790  under  the  leadership  of  Daniel  Asbury  and  his 
assistant,  Jesse  Richardson.  This  first  church  was  named  Grassy  Branch  Methodist  Church. 

On  May  15,  1825  after  more  than  a  century  in  the  service  of  his  Lord,  Daniel  Asbury  was  laid  to 
rest  in  Rehobeth  Cemetery.  His  grave  marker  stands  today. 

Rehobeth  erected  a  second  church  building  in  1816  which  had  a  stairway  on  the  outside  leading  to 
a  gallery  which  was  used  for  colored  worshipers.  The  story  is  told  that  in  1889  a  great  fire  raged 
on  the  church  grounds.  The  church  stood  like  a  rock  in  mid-ocean.  The  flames  rushed  up  within 
16  feet  of  the  church  building,  burned  a  schoolhouse  40  yards  away,  dashed  across  the  graveyard 
and  left  the  church  untouched. 

Years  passed  with  expansion  programs  as  the  population  increased.  In  1953  Rehobeth  and 
Mount  Pleasant  pulled  away  from  the  Rock  Springs  Charge  and  formed  the  Terrell  Charge.  Both 
churches  have  since  gone  station. 

In  1964  in  a  message  to  Rehobeth  Church  the  Rev.  Frank  Pennigar,  who  is  now  retired  and 
resides  in  Sherrills  Ford,  gave  a  challenge  to  his  church  and  I  think  you  will  find  it  also  speaks  to 
Denver  United  Methodist  Church  today.  These  are  his  words: 

"The  story  of  Rehobeth  Methodist  Church  on  the  tomorrow  is  yet  to  be  written.  It's  place 
in  this  community  will  be  largely  determined  by  it's  ability  to  meet  the  spiritual  needs  of  a  people 
in  a  changing  society.  So  much  will  depend  on  it's  ability  to  make  those  who  are  transit  to  feel  at 
home.  It  must  say  with  it's  voice  and  actions  to  all  the  newcomers:  'In  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ 
we  bid  you  welcome. '  You  who  compose  this  new  lake  area  must  keep  a  holy  balance  between 
worship  and  pleasure.  A  future  with  honor  and  glory  will  be  possible  only  as  we,  the  member 
live  close  to  God  " 
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Rock  Springs  Charge 

Bethel  United  Methodist  Church 
Organized  1 791 


The  first  quarterly  conference  held  as  "The  Rock  Springs  Charge"  was  February  1868  at  the  Mt. 
Pleasant  Church.  This  newly  named  Rock  Springs  Charge  consisted  of  Bethel,  Mt.  Pleasant  and 
Rehobeth,  Hill's  Chapel  and  Salem.  Also  listed  were  Union,  Friendship  and  Lowes. 

Bethel  UMC,  located  about  1-1  1/2  miles  northeast  of  Denver  on  Slanting  Bridge  Road,  was 
organized  about  1 791 .  There  have  been  three  churches  built  on  the  original  property.  The  third, 
which  is  the  present  building,  was  built  in  1913.  There  are  no  records  of  who  donated  the  original 
land  for  the  church  and  cemetery  but  in  1900  William  and  Ella  Mundy  gave  a  small  tract,  and  in 
July  of  1939  Ella  Mundy,  then  a  widow,  gave  another  small  tract  adjoining  the  present  cemetery. 
In  1969  the  trustees  purchased  five  acres  from  Duke  Power  Company.  In  1972  Nell  Mundy, 
daughter-in-law  of  the  first  donors  William  and  Ella,  gave  still  another  small  tract. 

In  1966,  The  American  Association  of  Methodist  Historical  Societies  and  the  Western  North 
Carolina  Annual  Conference  of  the  Methodist  Church  recognized,  honored  and  declared  Bethel 
Church  to  be  the  oldest  continuing  congregation  in  the  Charlotte  District  of  said  Annual 
Conference.  This  was  quite  an  honor.  Rehobeth  was  organized  two  years  earlier  than  Bethel  but 
they  are  in  the  Statesville  District. 

Bethel  and  Denver  Churches  since  their  organization  have  always  had  inter-changeable 
congregations  -  meaning  some  would  be  members  at  Bethel  and  be  buried  at  Denver  and  some  of 
Denver's  members  would  be  buried  at  Bethel.  Sometime  during  the  1950*s,  Denver  and  Bethel 
considered  joining  together  as  one  church.  This,  of  course,  had  to  be  voted  on  and  when  the 
votes  were  counted  Denver  voted  to  merge  and  Bethel  voted  not  to  merge.  The  feeling  was  that 
Bethel  did  not  want  to  give  up  their  cemetery. 
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Rock  Springs  Charge 

Mount  Pleasant  United  Methodist  Church 
Organized  1828 

Mount  Pleasant  was  one  of  the  eight  churches  comprising  the  Lincoln  Circuit  in  1828.  It  has 
experienced  two  name  and  location  changes.  It  was  first  know  as  Childers  Methodist  Episcopal 
Church,  named  after  Robert  and  Lydia  Childers  from  whom  they  purchased  the  land.  The  church 
was  located  on  what  is  presently  known  as  the  Frank  Sigmon  property  on  Grassy  Creek  Road  off 
of  Highway  16. 

From  1828  until  1834  while  their  church  was  being  built,  Childers  Church  met  at  a  location  which 
is  now  Cross  Country  Campground.  It  is  speculated  that  there  was  a  brush  arbor  at  this  location 
for  revivals  and  religious  services.  Slave  issues  began  dividing  the  church  and  records  at  Lincoln 
County  Courthouse  show  that  Lydia  Childers  sold  a  slave  boy  to  Isaac  Lowe  for  $400.  The 
members  became  so  deeply  involved  over  the  slavery  issue  that  the  trustees  of  the  Lincoln  Circuit 
decided  to  build  a  new  church  and  let  the  members  choose  the  church  which  best  matched  their 
feelings. 

At  the  Fourth  Quarterly  Conference  in  1852  it  was  voted  that  the  trustees  of  the  Circuit  sell  the 
old  church  and  lot  and  appropriate  the  proceeds  to  the  new  church.  The  property  was  purchased 
from  John  and  Elizabeth  Sherrill  for  $10.  This  is  the  site  of  the  present  Mount  Pleasant  United 
Methodist  Church. 

The  new  church  was  built  of  logs  and  clapboard.  The  Bishop  was  invited  to  dedicate  the  church 
and  a  new  name  had  to  be  selected.  Cedar  Grove  was  suggested  but  the  Bishop  looking  at  Mount 
Anderson  in  the  distance  and  seeing  the  restful  and  pleasant  view  said,  "Why  don't  you  call  it 
Mount  Pleasant."  What  the  Bishop  says  goes,  for  it  is  still  Mount  Pleasant. 

Mount  Pleasant  Church  has  nurtured  two  ministers  and  one  missionary.  Dr.  Houston  Allen,  who 
was  very  prominent  in  the  Western  North  Carolina  Conference,  and  was  always  recognized  at 
Rock  Springs  Campmeeting;  Rev.  Harold  Manson  Robinson,  who  served  the  ministry  for  30  years 
until  his  death  in  1964,  while  pastoring  the  Dilworth  Methodist  Church  in  Charlotte.  Jewel 
Lineberger  Diewechter  served  as  a  medical  missionary  in  Algeria  and  Ziare  from  1960  until  1970 
and  now  resides  in  Iowa.  And  of  course  they  now  have  Rev.  Joe  Ervin  who  has  served  the 
mission  building  team  both  foreign  and  local. 
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Rock  Springs  Charge 

Marvin  United  Methodist  Church 
Organized  1890 


Marvin  was  the  seventh  church  on  the  Rock  Springs  charge  until  about  1953.  It  was  located  in 
Kiddville,  now  know  as  Beth  Haven  Church  Road.  To  reach  this  church  you  turn  left  at  the  light 
in  Denver  onto  Forney  Creek  Road,  another  left  onto  Beth  Haven  Church  Road,  and  it's  about  a 
mile.  Alma  Goodson  described  the  original  church  as  a  one-room  weather-boarded  white  church 
with  a  lot  of  windows.  She  remembers  that  Marvin  never  had  a  steeple.  Also  she  remembers  the 
kerosene  lamps  that  held  about  a  pint  of  kerosene  hanging  on  the  walls;  and  memories  of  walking 
on  unpaved  roads  to  the  church  in  the  snow,  sleet  and  rain.  Quarterly  conference  records  of  a 
meeting  at  Marvin  Church  dated  March  1890  by  the  Rev.  R.  S.  Webb,  and  I  quote. 

"The  general  state  of  the  church  is  hard  to  define,  we  have  some  excellent  members, 
ready  for  every  good  word  and  work;  while  some  are  negligent  and  some  are  immoral.  Drinking 
of  ardent  spirits  and  reveling  such  as  dancing  still  prevail  to  some  extent.  I  wish  the  Quarterly 
Conference  would  tell  me  how  to  remedy  these  evils. "  Sounds  like  the  minister  was  concerned 
about  his  parishioners.  Other  statistics  at  the  1890  conference  included:  Pastors  yearly  salary 
$750,  funds  raised  for  foreign  Missions  $148,  value  of  8  churches  on  charge  $5,000  and  value  of 
the  parsonage  at  $  1 ,400.  The  recorded  total  membership  for  the  charge  was  1 ,0 1 7,  additions  by 
profession  of  faith  was  90,  additions  by  certificate  of  transfer  was  7. 

Exact  dates  can  not  be  determined  but  about  1952-53,  the  membership  at  Marvin  had  declined 
and  members  were  transferred  to  Denver.  The  Clyde  Smith  family  was  among  the  transfers. 
When  Marvin  church  disbanded,  the  Baptist  organized  and  built  a  new  building  known  as  Poole's 
Chapel.  Later,  after  many  additions  and  improvements,  some  of  the  same  families  organized 
under  the  name  Beth  Haven  Baptist  as  it  is  presently  known.  The  Poole's  Chapel  Church  was 
retained  and  today  is  used  by  the  young  people  of  Beth  Haven  Baptist  Church. 

The  original  Marvin  Church  established  a  cemetery  and  it  still  continues  to  serve  the  people  of  the 
community  such  as  does  our  community  cemetery. 
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Rock  Springs  Charge 

Webb's  Chapel  United  Methodist  Church 
Organized  1892 

The  fifth  church  of  the  Rock  Springs  Charge  at  the  time  Denver  Church  was  organized  was 
Webb's  Chapel  Church  at  Ringdom.  Do  you  know  where  Ringdom  is?  Ringdom  is  located  off 
Highway  16  just  below  Westport  Fitness.  Turn  left  onto  Webb's  Chapel  Road,  turn  left  onto 
Burton's  Lane,  then  right  onto  Webb's  Road.  Gene  and  Libba  Thompson  live  at  Ringdom, 
although  they  probably  don't  know  it.  Webb's  Chapel  was  first  known  as  Beulah's  congregation 
and  services  were  held  on  logs  rolled  together. 

At  the  first  quarterly  conference  of  the  Rock  Springs  Charge  dated  1892  and  held  at  Bethel 
Church,  Webb's  was  named  one  of  the  churches  of  the  Rock  Springs  Charge.  The  church  was 
named  for  their  first  pastor.  Rev.  R.S.  Webb.  Pastor  Webb  was  able  to  gather  a  group  of 
approximately  21  people  to  be  the  founders  and  charter  members  of  this  new  Methodist  church. 
Mary  Alice  Sigmon's  maternal  grandfather  and  grandmother,  James  Alexander  Lineberger  and 
Laura  Jane  Clark  Lineberger  were  numbers  1  and  2  on  the  church  roster.  May  Alice's  father  and 
mother  were  both  from  "Ringdom"  area  and  her  mother  was  organist  at  Webb's  Chapel  for  many 
years.  The  seals  and  floor  joists  were  of  logs  felled  by  members  of  the  church  and  these  logs  are 
still  supporting  the  present  sanctuary.  Webb's  Chapel  has  had  additions  and  remodeling  over  the 
years  and  is  pastored  at  the  present  by  Rev.  Ted  Hendricks. 

When  Webb's  Chapel  celebrated  their  centennial  in  1992,  their  history  included  this  story.  At  their 
Homecoming  celebrations  the  men  of  the  church  would  make  a  tub  of  lemonade  by  using  a  tin  tub 
with  a  big  block  of  ice.  They  covered  it  with  a  white  sheet  to  keep  the  flies  out  and  would  use 
dippers  to  serve  the  thirsty  group.  Of  course,  Mary  Alice,  had  to  have  some,  and  she  can 
remember  to  this  day  how  delicious  it  was. 
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Rock  Springs  Charge 

Lebanon  United  Methodist  Church 
Organized  1894 


First,  we  introduced  you  to  our  circuit-riding  pioneer  and  founding  father  of  Methodism  in  the 
area,  The  Rev.  Daniel  Asbury. 

Secondly,  and  third,  we  learned  about  Mt.  Pleasant  and  Rehobeth  churches  respectively. 

Today  we  discuss  Lebanon  United  Methodist  Church,  located  just  off  Highway  150 
approximately  2  miles  east  of  Killian's  Crossroads,  or  maybe  I  should  say  the  intersections  of 
Highway  150  and  16. 

In  1 894  a  church  named  Lebanon  was  built  very  near  our  present  location.  Methodist,  Baptist 
and  Lutheran  congregations  worshipped  in  this  same  building  on  alternating  Sundays.  In  1905 
these  congregations  split.  For  1 1  years  they  all  used  the  same  building.  Can  you  visualize  that 
today?  Anyway,  when  they  split  the  Methodists  kept  the  name  Lebanon,  the  Baptists  kept  the 
land,  building  a  church  first  named  Litttle  Mountain  and  presently  Mountain  View  Baptist  Church. 
It  is  speculated  the  Lutherans  moved  to  Pumpkin  Center  and  formed  Ore  Bank  Church,  presently 
known  as  St.  Luke's. 

Among  the  chain  of  events: 

The  Rock  Springs  charge  was  divided  in  1982  and  the  Denver-Lebanon  Charge  was 
formed. 

■ 

Seven  years  later  in  1989,  Denver  Church  went  station  and  Lebanon  joined  Fairfield  and 
formed  a  charge.  As  of  January  this  same  year,  Fairfield  went  to  a  one  point  charge  and 
Lebanon  has  been  served  by  a  bi-vocational  Minister,  H.L.  Tolbert,  from  Mecklenburg 
County.  Butch  Abernathy,  whom  many  of  the  old-timers  know  well,  supplied  some  of  this 
information  and  he  pointed  out  that  one  of  the  original  trustees  of  Lebanon  was  D  C.  King 
Wilkinson,  his  grandfather,  and  also,  he  is  who  King  Wilkinson  Road  was  named  for. 
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Rock  Springs  Charge 

Bethany  United  Methodist  Church 
Organized  1906 


Due  to  the  fact  that  Rehobeth  was  quite  a  distance  to  travel  in  wagon,  buggy,  horseback,  or  on 
foot,  in  1906  a  small  gathering  of  Sherrills  Ford  residents  decided  to  form  a  church  which  was 
named  Bethany.  To  reach  this  church,  located  on  Island  Point  Road. 

In  a  deed  dated  May  1908,  land  was  donated  by  Jules  and  Ellen  Settlemyre.  The  simple  structure 
has  no  electricity  until  the  late  1940's.  The  pulpit  stand  was  built  by  Bill  Holdsclaw  and  it  is  a 
magnificent  piece  of  workmanship  having  hand-carved  acorns  all  around  it.  Max  and  Sadie 
Gabriel,  relatives  of  Billie  Ann  King  of  our  congregation,  refinished  the  pulpit  stand  and  when  the 
church  closed  it's  doors  this  pulpit  was  taken  to  Rehobeth  Church  where  it  proudly  stands  in  the 
parlor. 

Bethany's  congregation  started  small  but  by  1919  had  152  member  with  names  of  Sherrill, 
Howard,  Garbriel,  Settlemyre,  Holdsclaw,  Smith,  Robinson,  Parker,  Beatty,  Eadees  and  Edwards 
Sunday  School  was  held  every  Sunday  but  preaching  was  only  once  a  month  at  3:00  p.m.  Only 
one  wedding  was  held  at  Bethany  -  A  Rosa  Lee  Sherrill,  sorry  gentlemen,  but  the  groom's  name 
must  not  have  been  important  -  it  wasn't  mentioned.  No  funerals  were  held  at  Bethany  and  it  did 
not  have  a  grave  yard  but  utilized  the  Rehobeth  cemetery. 

One  year  when  Bethany  was  having  difficulty  meeting  their  budget,  the  membership  decided  to 
plant  a  field  of  cotton,  harvest  and  sell  it  to  help  meet  their  budget.  Miss  Flo  Robinson,  who 
moved  from  Sherrills  Ford  to  live  on  Proctor  Street  here  in  Denver  until  she  died,  said  they  did 
plant  cotton,  pick  it  and  sell  it.  Miss  Flo  never  said  anything  about  having  to  hoe  the  cotton,  but 
you  can  be  sure  they  spent  many  hours  with  the  hoe.  She  said  raising  that  cotton  didn't  seem  like 
work.  It  was  a  time  of  fun  and  fellowship;  a  time  for  visiting  and  learning  about  one  another. 

As  time  passed,  Duke  Power  Company  came  into  the  area  with  their  dream  to  build  a  lake  and 
establish  Marshall  Steam  Station  and  they  began  to  buy  land.  Many  people  "sold  out"  and  moved 
away,  causing  the  congregation  of  Bethany  to  become  smaller  and  smaller.  When  the 
congregation  became  too  small  to  meet  their  budget  they  decided  to  disband  to  other  area 
churches.  Some  went  to  Rehobeth  and  some  to  other  denominations. 

The  last  service  was  held  In  June  of  1958  with  three  members  present.  Former  members  began 
meeting  in  1977  for  a  reunion  which  is  now  held  the  third  Sunday  in  September  in  Rehobeth 
Fellowship  Building.  The  old  Bethnay  Church  building  was  sold  to  Oswalt  Baptist  Church  in 
Troutman  and  was  used  to  construct  a  Fellowship  Building. 
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The  land  was  deeded  to  Rehobeth  Church.  Joan  Washam  of  Sherrills  Ford,  from  whom  most  of 
this  information  was  obtained  was  quoted  as  saying:  "When  talking  with  Bethany  members,  I  feel 
a  great  sadness.  It  seems  their  beloved  church  fell  at  the  hands  of  modern  day  progress. 
However,  only  the  building  is  gone;  the  spirit  that  Bethany  stirred  in  the  hearts  of  it's  members 
lives  on.  The  church  was  only  a  building-the  spirit  of  God  is  in  their  hearts  and  lives.  "  One 
family  of  our  current  congregation  came  from  Bethany.  The  Roy  and  Lettie  Sherrill  family, 
Bernard,  Dot  Sherrill's  husband,  Vannie  Mae  Sigmon,  Gene,  Kenneth  and  Marshall  Sherrill 

Here's  something  I  bet  you  didn't  know.  When  a  couple  decides  to  get  married  they  are  going  to 
get  married.  Right?  Well,  Richard  and  Frances  Sigmon  spoke  with  Rev.  Rock  and  set  a  date.  In 
the  meantime,  the  congregation  at  Bethany  decided  to  have  a  revival  during  the  week  of  the 
chosen  date.  Just  one  of  the  many  dilemmas  that  a  circuit  riding  preacher  of  eight  churches 
experienced.  Oh,  yes,  Pastor  Rock  left  the  revival  service  early  and  married  Richard  and  Frances. 
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This  information  has  been  researched  and  supplied  by  your 
1995  Centennial  Committee. 

Committe  members  include: 
Libba  Thompson,  Chair 
Jim  Reeves,  Pastor 
Gailya  Cherry 
Rosa  Cosby 
Joe  King 
Annette  Lowing 
Wanda  Reynolds 
Robin  Riddle 
Dot  Sherrill 
Mary  Alice  Sigmon 
Amy  Vaughan 

The  members  of  this  committee  challenge  future  congregations 
of  Denver  United  Methodist  Church  to  continue  in  their  faith 
and  "Lift  High  the  Cross. " 


